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** Go, to the world return, nor fear to cast 
Thy bread upon the waters, sure at last 

In joy to find it after many days. 
The work be thine, the fruit thy children's part : 
Choose to belieye, not see ; sight tempts the heart 

From sober walking in true Gospel ways/' 



TO raM 

FOR WHOM THRO' CHRIST JESUS 

I BECAME SPONSER: 

AND 

TO MY BELOVED FRIEND 

FATHER OF THE ABOVE j 

THIS LITTLE BOOK 

IS 

AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED 

WITH , 

EARlteST PRAYER THAT 

THE HOLY SPIRIT 

MAY 

SANCTIFY IT TO THE USE OF 

THE READER. 



**N0W 18 THE DAY OF SALVATION.*' 



<< If our path be glad and gay, 
Saviour keep liigh thoughts away; — 
Let U8 not in grief repine, 
For that lot is more like Thine : 
And with every &ithful one, 
'Wq would pray, Thy will be done ! 

*< Chiefly, Lord, our souls supply 
With the Bread that cannot die ; 
Holy Father, let us be 
One with Christ and one with Thee, 
Till we reach Thine own blest place, 
Through Thy ir% Spirit's grace! " 



'^ There is ko betentance in the gbave. 



t* 



INTRODUCTION. 

Satisfied that a laconic preface is the best introduction^ 
I would merely say, read this little volnme through ; 
and prayerfully weigh and consider the all-important 
duties brought under your notice. And may the Holy 
Spirit guide and direct your actions, sauctifying your 
efforts through our Lord Jesus Christ, that through 
Him you may bo found blameless when summoned 
before the Great TribunaL 



St. Columh Minor y 1868. 
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"The Night cometh when no Man can "Work." 



" Many foes are round about, 
Foes within, and foes without ; 
Our temptations Thou didst shai^, 
Thou didst once our weaJmess bear : 
By those trials we would j>lead, 
Into no temptation lead ! 



.^ti. 



** Pain and soitpw we would flee^ 
If Thy Holy will it be; 
But what e*er our lot below. 
Save us from eternal woe : 
All Thy proimses fulfil, 
And deliver us from iU ! " 



i 



"If ye love Me keep My Commandments. 



it 



A Short Addi^ess to Pai^ents : 



*' Call it not stem, though to her babe» she show 
The smoke, ay^e, glaring o'w th/ abode of ill : 
Though guileless hearts, eyen 121 their Yem&L glow, 
Hear now and then her thunders ^d are still. 

*^ Might the calm smile, that on the infant's brow 
So brightly beams, all its deep meaning tdl, 
Would it not ^y, * For love's sweet sake allow 
Fear's chastening Angel here with me to dwell F 

" Was not the purchase of my quiet bliss 
A life^long aoguish and a cross of woe ? 
! much I fear the mpuntdn path to miss, 
If from my sight I kwe the gulf below.' " 



iWIV>> 



SU0GB8TED 

IN HUMILITY AND TRUE LOVE 

FOR THE LAMBS OF 

THE ONE FOLD. 



" Had I an infant, Lord, to rear 
And mould in Jesu's law. 
How should I watch in hope and fear 
The first deep glance of awe. 

When for a bright and conscious gaze 

He lifts his eyelids meek. 
And round his own world's little maze 

Some marvel &in would seek ! 

Bright be the spot and pure the ray, 

That wins his steadfast eye ; 
A path of light, a glorious way. 

To guide his soul on high. 

O rich the tint of earthly gold. 
And keen the diamond's spark. 

But the young lambs of Jesu's fold 
Should other splendours mark. 

His heart at early mom to store 

With fancies fresh and rare, 
Count not thy jewels o'er and o'er. 

Show him no mirrors' glare. 

But lift him where the eastern heavens 

Glows with the sun unseen, 
When the strong wing, to morning given. 

Brood o'er a world serene. 

There let him breathe his matin thought 

Of pure unconscious love ; 
There taste the dew by Angel's brought 

In sUence frota above. 

So hastes the Lord our hearts to fill 

With calm baptismal grace, 
Preventing all false gleams of ill 

By His own glorious Face." 



// is right to acknowledge that the principal 
selections of Hymns and Poetry have been selected 
from various sources. Should a second volume of 
"Little Crosses" be desired, the Author pur- 
poses introducing children from the different ranks 
of society — to shorM haw the Christian character 
might be developed and clurished in wealth or in 
poverty; and lurw the grace of God is freely be- 
stowed in answer to prayer. 



Bound upon tlie accursed tree, 
Faint and bleeding, who is He ? 
By tlie eye so pale and dim, 
Streaming blood and writhing limb : 
By 1^6 flesh with scourges torn ; 
By the crown of twisted thorn ; 
By the side so deeply pierced : 
By the baffled, bummg thirst : 
By the drooping, death-dewed brow : 
SonofMan! 'tis Thou! 'tis Thou! 

Bound upon the accursM tree, 
Dread and awfdl, who is He P 
By the sun and noon-day pale, 
Shivering rocks and rending veil ; 
By earth that trembles at His doom ; 
By yonder Saints, who biurst their tomb ; 
By Eden promised ere he died 
To the felon at his side ; 
Lord ! our suppliant knees we bow ; 
Son of God! 'tis Thou! 'tis Thou! 

Bound upon the accursM tree, 
Sad and dying, who is He P 
By the last and bitter cry ; 
The Ghost given up in agony ; 
By the lifeless body, laid 
In tiie chamber of the dead ; 
By the mourners come to weep 
When the bones of Jesus sleep ; 
Crucified? we know Thee now ; 
Son of man ! 'tis Thou 'Tis Thou ! 

Bound upon the accursed tree, 

Dread and awfiil, who is He F 

By the prayer for them that slew, 

* Lord, they know not what they do 1 ' 

By the spoiled and empty grave ; 

By the souls He died to save ; 

]3y the conquest He hath won ; 

By the Saints before His throne ; 

By the rainbow round His brow ; 

Bon of God! 'tis Thou! 'tis Thou! Mitmani 



The Address to j^arents, 



'^ Oft in life's stillest shade redining, 
In desolation unrepining. 
Without a hope on earth to find 
A mirror in an answering mind ; 
Meek souls there are who little dream 
Their daily life — ^an Angel's theme, 
Or that the rod they take so calm. 
Shall prove in Heayen a martyr's palm." 

My dear Friends : — Think for a moment of Time . 
and also of the reality of Etemity! Can you imagine 
the bursting asunder of the Heavens above you, and the 
reverberating echo of the Archangel's trump ! The 
gathering together of the quick and dead ? And ere 
you realize to yourselves tbe dawn of the Eternal mom — 
(the consunmiation of time — ^tbe things thereof being 
consumed in the devouring element — smelting with fer- 
vent heat, as the flames with awfcd majesty stretch 
forth to their utmost bounds), finding yourselves standing 
face to face before your Eternal Judge ? The Lamb^ 
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once slain, in the midst of the throne ! The once meek 
and lowly Jesus — ^now the just and jealous God — ^the 
Everlasting Judge. Can you, I say, in thought realize 
this scene, which is so rapidly approaching, without pangs 
of remorse, without feelings of bitter regret at holy 
paths forsaken, duties neglected, privileges despised ; 
and your little ones — ^your dearest treasures — ^how have 
they been trained ? 

"Lo ! the Lamb, so long expected, 

Comes with pardon down from Heaven ; 
Let us haste, with tears of sorrow, 
One and all to be forgiven." 

Oh ! my dear Friends, remember your awful respon- 
sibility, — ^having been the means of bringing into this 
world souls that can never die, immortal beings that 
mtcst live, in heaven or hell, fcnr all eternity. Much, 
indeed more than I can tell, devolves upon you, who are 
husbandmen trusted with the cultivation of the plants 
of the Lord : with the training of His little ones, with 
the feeding of the Lambs of Him who hath said "Train 
up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old 
he will not depart from it»" 

Dearly beloved in the Lord,— may I plead with you in 
affectionate love ; love for your souls and for your little 
ones, — ^lovc for your dearest of earthly treasures — ^the 
very gift and heritage of Him, who, at any moment, 
could summon them back to Himself again. If you love 
those little ones, on whom yoU gaze when the eyes are 
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closed in sleep, (but not as yet the sleep of death), — ^flesh 
of your flesh, and bone of your bone ; if you would wish 
to see them grow to manhood, to be blessings to your- 
selves, and crowned with eternal glory ; if you would 
wish to do the work of that Holy Father who thus 
blesses you with them ; if you desire to take up the 
Cross of that Holy Jesus who bought you with His 
blood, who uttered the most piercing of aU cries of agony 
in purchasing redemption for your immortal souls ; in 
order also to prepare a heavenly mansion for your littte 
ones : and oh ! if when those little ones are summoned 
hence, you would long to hear the bursting forth of songs 
of praise in triumph from the Angelic Hqst, as they 
invisibly come down to earth to carry the souls of your 
little ones into the Bosom of the Blessed Saviour, to swell 
the heavenly multitude : if, I say again, you would 
thus rejoice in becoming the means of swelling the army 
of the Almighty Ejnq of Kings, keitkkbeb, that precept 
is of little value if example accompanies it not. Show 
your offspring — ^those whom you wish to see amongst the 
choristers of Heaven, in the Church Triumphant, 
clothed in spotless garments of whitest purity — ^your 
zeal and earnestness for your Heavenly inheritance in 
the House not made with hands, eternal in the Heavens, 
by your own devoted lives in your Master's service, 
by family prayer ; by your private devotions ; by your 
public and reverential attendance in His House of 
Prayer, and on the privileges offered in His Holy Sacra- 
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ments. Oh, let them see and early learn that religion 
is no cold and formal profession, but a living reality 
a holy profession, a vital ever flowing stream — ^to those 
who would save their souls alive : — and that indeed 
" Her ways a/re the ways of pleasantness, and all her 
paths peace." For, simple as the words may seem in the 
infant's hymn : — 

" 'Tig religion that can give 
Sweetest pleasure while we lire ; 
'Tis religion must supply ^ 

Solid comfort when we die/' 

Children are quick-sighted, and soon perceive the 
example set them, though oft, perhaps, they dare not 
say so. Oh, then, let them see, with your holy life and 
conversation, also your Arm and rigid determination^ 
at all times, at all hazards, however unpleasant,-<-*to 
exact impUoH and perfect OBEDIEITCE. This is the 
FOUNDATION stone of all religion; without this, 
religion can never be nurtured. If to the earthly 
parents the wayward child rebels unchecked, what 
obedience could we expect to the Heavenly and unseen 
Father ? " I am too tender-hearted to punish the poor 
child" is a frequent reply. But, dear Mends, this is 
neither tender-heartedness, nor what religion teaches t 
such indeed is heathenish, brutal, and ungodly ; became 
your duty becomes unpleasant to your natural feelings, 
you sacrifice your little ones' eternal souls ; you train 
them for the fire of hell ; you give them deliberately 
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into fhe enemy's hand ; and he, with fiendish love, 
grasps them tighter and tighter until he draws thdm 
down to the abyss below. Oh ye foolish ones ! call ye 
this love ? Is this the scriptural way of training the 
child ? Is this the way in which he should go ? And 
if in childhood you train him not to obedience, can you 
expect other than rebellion through life and Eternity, 
without special and miraculous grace? Oh no, religion is 
not of spontaneous growth, although you may say, like 
many others, '^ as he grows older he wiU see the error of 
his ways and alter, for I've been a good parent to him." 
But alas, dear friends, you would hare been his greatest 
enemies, and would have no cause to wonder, if on his 
death-bed, he cursed you with his dying breath, and with 
dreadfiil oaths upon his tongue was launched forth into 
Eternity: ''where the worm dieth not, and where the 
fire is not quenched." 

Thus you would have proved yourselves the enemies of 
his soul, the agents of Satan, and your heavy retribution 
would follow when the Judgment was set, and your 
individual soul placed solitarily and alone before the 
Omnipotent Judge of Heaven : in whose word you had 
been told that 'TooHshness is bound round the heart 
of a child, but the rod of correction shall drive it far 
from him." But your own selfish feelings led you to 
doubt His truth ; to choose a way of your own seeking 
in preference to His revealed direction ; and thus, by 
rebellion againstHisHoly Laws, you would have been the 
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means of swelling — ^not the angelic host, but the powers 
of darkness — ^the army of the wicked one, whose countless 
numbers would ever crucify a&esh the Blessed, and 
Holy Jesus. 

It has, indeed been thought by some that while they 
secure for their offspring secular education, religious 
convictions may safely be left to the growth of maturer 
age; but Scripture onei^ experience have proved ir miUions 
of fatal examples, that religious knowledge is not of 
spontaneous growth ; and that the mind which, at its 
most progressive age, is not directed rigMlyy becomes at 
maturity powerful only to evil. And who can wonder? 
If the Vino be not trained, in what form would it grow? 
The days of Grace are swiftly passing ; oh, then speedily 
make your choice, be neither halting nor lukewarm, for 
Heaven or hell will be for ever your portion. 

^*!Eaaier each hour the task will grow, 
To name the unfolding flower, 
By plumage and by song to know 
Tke nestling in his bower. 

Oh, while your Hearts so blithely dance 

With &ail fond hopes of earth, 
Will ye not cast one onward glance 

To the true Heavenly birth ? 

* And hark ; saith one ; the soul I guide— 

I heard it gently sigh 
In such a tone as Peter sighed, 
Touched by his Saviour^s eye.' 
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< And aee,' another ones, how, soft 

Smiles on that little child 
Ton aged man ! even so full oft 
The loved Disoiple smiled ! ' 

So in earth's saintly multitude 

Discern we saints above : — 
In those, the Fountain orb of Good, 

Pure Light and endless Love." 

But Oh, do not misunderstand me ! I am not un- 
necessarily advocating severity. Some may require it ; 
others may not. In certain cases only it is required, 
-wiiere implicit obedience cannot be obtained without it. 
But much depends upon the mannet in which the infant 
mind is trained to God. Parents, by early watching, 
with many a prayer, Jehovah's lambs, may strew their 
paths with flowers of love, and save them many a thorny 
struggle. But when necessity calls for coercion — ^how- 
ever agonizing to the parent's natural feelings of love, 
it becomes a duty — a trying one, I admit — ^but neces- 
sary for the training of the lambs of Jesus, who hath 
said — **feed my lambs." Tes, the food necessary is not 
always pleasant ; sometimes it may be sweet, sometimes 
bitter ; as was the cup of their Divine Shepherd ; who 
has, in some way, appointed a cross for each of his 
beloved sheep. 

What, though my Lord I cannot see ? 

If side by side He walks with me, — • 

If He will answer each request, 

And knows each trouble in my breast, — 

Whate'er I do, where'er I go. 

This world will be like Heaven below. 
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But my dear friends there is a/tendemess, I know/wB 
welly flowing from Him whose name is Love ; a fountain 
of Living Love, which is never dry — ^in which the 
believer's heart is centred by Paith. But though the 
fruits of mch Faith is holiness ; that tenderness is real 
Love, and while, if called for, the rod be not spared — 
though the parent's heart may bleed in agony, and love 
mijigled, for more reasons than those which earthly 
affection would prompt — ^yet eSmembeb, such parents 
are often found by the ** Invisible* in secret prayer, 
and enveloped in love (the mist of which holy atmos- 
phere may be by Faith discernible to "the pure in 
heart"^ with holiness unknown to the world — ^wrestling 
with the Father of Spirits, for the lambs of His Fold 
committed to their charge. With such, indeed, there is 
seldom a call for severity ; as the deep-rooted spring of 
pure love (inherent in the Divine nature, and trans- 
mitted through the Heavenly Dove to the Saints on 
earth) is in the parent, like the hidden manna in the 
heart, co-existent with the parent and the child. The 
look of grieved love in the former, wounds the secret 
love of the latter more acutely than words can describe 
— melting with the softening dew of hallowed affection 
the stubborn will of the human nature — ^thwarting 
Satanic influence as it approaches the heart for admission 
there, and yielding in gentle sweetness to the look of love 
recognised by its reflection in the soul, which readily 
yields a place to another's will; for the Saints on earth 
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are here but one, in mind, and will, and deed. But ob, 
how seldom are such divine breathings of soul to soul to 
bo found on earth! Would to God they were more 
frequent ; and yet it might be so, if prayer and example 
accompanied precept from the inward principle of Love. 

<< "Where is it mothers leani their love F 
In every Church a fountain springs, 
0*or which th* Eternal Dove 
Hovers on softest wings, 

A few cahn words of faith and prayer, 

A few bright drops of holy dew, 
Shall work a wonder there, 

Earth's oharmers never knew 

Blest eyea, that see the smiling gleam 
Upon the slnmbering features glow, 

When the life-giving stream 
Touches the tender brow \ 

Or when the holy cross is sign'd. 
And the young soldier duly sworn, 

With true and fearless mind, 
To serve the Yirgin-bom. 

But happiest ye, who sealed and blest. 
Back to your arms your treasure take. 

With Jesu's mark impressed. 
To nurse for Jesu's sake. 

Sweet one, make haste and know Him too. 

Thine own adopted Father love, 
That like thine earliest dew, 

Thy dying sweets may prove." 
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If then, you love your children — ^if you wish them with 
yourselves, to attain everlasting glory, train them now 
for Heaven. If you cannot obtain implicit and perfect 
obedience without severity (however painful to perform 
your duty) ^member your solemn responsibiHty ; and 
that the sooner you begin laying the foundation, the 
less coercion will be required.* Negligence in this 
respect was Eli's sin. And, with the wayward, remem- 
ber, " He that spareth his rod hatetk his son : but he 
that loveth him chasteneth him betimes." Therefore, 
" Chasten thy son while there is hope, and let not thy 
soul spare for his crying." Oh, my friends ! is it not 
far better in this world, that your little ones should 
suffer from your loving and prayerful correction, than 
that in the next they should suffer eternally ? I antici- 
pate that you never punish in anger, although some 
have said to me, that at the moment of disobedience 
they would have punished severely had they been near 
their child. Such correction would have been brutal, 
and not parental. Oh, never let your passions rise; 
never punish your child in anger. Punish with a 
look; punish with the rod; but whenever you do, 
punish in love — ^yes, in love only. To a certain extent 
of purity will God again require them from you, and the 
talents that He has entrusted to your care and train- 
ing, improved in every way in your power. But can 
you, like Pilate, say ** I am innocent of the blood" of 

* 1 Samuel iii. 1 to 15. 
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these cliildren XLoless you exert eTery means, with 
earnest prayer in their early trainings and yonthfal 
days, in faithfally endeavouring to mould the unfolding 
plant in Jesu's law and holy ways? Oh, indeed, it is a 
solemn duty; and therefore purge, if needs be, your 
little ones now, that tiiey may rise again to glorify their 
Eeayenly Father in beating witness to your deeds of 
love, when your souls were ready to burst within you, 
when the lash from your hands fell upon the tender 
flesh of your little ones : when you would sooner have 
scourged yourselves ten times more, but in obedi- 
ence to the path of duty, dictated by holy Love, you 
endured patiently your secret agony ; and suffered those 
you loved most dearly, to think you cruel. But none 
can enter the Eternal City without their cross — ^yes, 
babes even must carry the banner of the Great King, 
before they gain admission there ! Many an infant has 
entered this vale of tears with but one cry — ^its tiny 
cross — and again returned to the world of spirits ! Oh 
then, if reallt/ needed in order to exact perfect obedience, 
** withhold not correction from the child ; for if thou 
beatest him with the rod he shall not die. Thou shalt 
beat him with the rod, and shalt deliver his soul from 
hell." But) my beloved In the Lord, "Provoke not 
your children to wrath." That is, by exacting too 
much ; by over severity, irritability, untempered and 
lindeserved correction for all casual offences* 

If thus you conscientiously endeavour to perform 
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your duty, the "Giver of every good and perfect gift" 
will shower down His blessings upon all works begun 
in Him, and for His glory — ^with the desire of swelling 
the heavenly best around the Throne for ever and ever. 

" I mark'd, when yemal meads were bright, 
And many a primroee Eonil'd, 
I mark'd her, blithe as morning light, 
A dimpled three years* child. 

A basket on one tender arm] 

Gontain'd her precious store 
Of spring-flowers in their freshest charm, 

Tdd proudly o'er and o*er. 

The other wound with earnest hold 

About her blooming guide, 
A maid who scarce twelve years had told : 

So walk'd they side by side. 

The summer months swept by ; again 

That loying pair I met 
On russet heath, and bowery lane, 

Th* autumnal sun had set. 

And chill and damp that Sunday eve, 

Breathed on the mourner's road, 
That bright-eyed little one to leave, 

Safe in the Saints' abode. 

Behind, the guardian sister came, 

Her bright brow dim and pale — 
cheer thee, maiden ! in His name, 

Who still'd Jairus' wail ! 
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What if hencefodih, by Heayea'i decree, 

She leave thee not alone, 
But in her torn proye guide to thee 

In ways to angelfl known P 

In loving hope with her nnaeeOy 

Walk as in haUow'd air ; 
When lioee are strong and trials keen, 

Think, « iHiat if she he there r 

nds would be indeed a true and. happy reviyaL This 
wonld be tiie laying the foundation stone for the 
Heavenly fabric in the hearts of your children. The 
means of hastening God's kingdom on earth; of pre- 
paring His Ghurcli militant to join that trinmphant ; 
of creating joy unspeakable amongst the angels, tiie 
archangels, and aU the white-robed Saints in glory 
— ^who, with palms in their hands, would welcome to 
their assembly the washed ones in the blood of the 
Lamb— to swell the accents of imheard of praise through 
all eternity. 

And oh, my Mends, do not your hearts bum within 
you at the thought of beiug thus privileged I on becom- 
ing the tools in the hands of the Great Master Builder ! 
of thus preparing for Him " a pecidiar people ;'* of thus 
securing for your offspring an inestimable inheritance of 
glory; and for yourselves a crown that fadeth not away. 

And again, how much severity and misery would 
parents save their poor children; how much easier 
would they make their heavenward path ; how many 
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piercing fhoms would be lemoTed from their sides in 
this nigged life ; and how much hi^pier their life eren 
on earth, as they wended onwards in their heavenly 
career — ^if only parents wonld goide hjexample^ devotion, 
love, and piety. 

Yes, my friends, if thus by Mth and prayer, you 
wonld endeavour to train yonr litUe ones ; and to regu- 
late yourselves in your Seavenly calling through Christ 
Jesus, the sound of the heavens dividing asunder : the 
proclamation of the eternal trumpet from the Throne of 
Thrones : the rising of the dead botii small and great, 
even from the bosom of the mighty deep-— when the 
waves shall cease to roll — and time itself shall be no 
more ; when the fire consuming the earth shall rise to~ 
wards the canopy of Heaven — thou shalt not fear ; for 
these events would only proclaim the dawn of your 
eternal day of rest ; the bright and shining sun of the 
resurrection mom, as you go forth to meet your Lord in 
Bridal array; while the careless, the lukewarm, the 
impenitent, the hardened, and self-righteous, are pale 
with horror, fearfully trembling, at the sentence so 
shortly to be irrevocably pronounced upon tiiem. 

And yet, my friends, how seldom are tiie privileges 
sought, through the appointed means — the special 
oTiftTiTiplft of the Almighty — ^who, had He chosen, could 
have worked witiiout means at aU. Baptism is, alas, 
by many considered an useless form ; a mere ceremony 
for giving a namei And the Blessed Eucharist 9Mm 
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if e/oer receiyed in obedience to the dying injunction of 
Him who hath said, ^^ This do in Eemembrance of Me ;" 
and, '* Except ye eat the flesh of the Son of Man, and 
drink His blood, ye have no life in you." 

Blest Sacraments of glory those 

Which Christ Himself ordained ; 
Wherein our hearts may find repose, 

Our life may be sustained. 

As God's creating Spirits power 

Moved o'er the water's fisice, 
So He, through our Baptismal shower, 

Gives life-imparting grace. 

His Word, which gave to earthly food 

The power that life sustains, 
Now feeds us with His flesh and blood. 

And in His Church remains. 

With such I need hardly say that secret prayer is 
a perfect stranger ; and public prayer, if ever offered, a 
mere mockery. They question, as it were, the right of 
the Almighty, who chooses to work by means ; and be- 
cause the means He chooses are to them mysterious ; 
because He does not see fit to explain it to their finite 
comprehension sufficiently clear to satisfy the itching 
curiosity of the faithless and unbelieving; the act of 
Faith is ignored, and they treat with indifference His 
Almighty decrees, and become regardless of His absolute 
commands. But their days are numbered, The tide of 
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Grace is swiftly ebbing out, and on the dawn of that 
great and notable day, how dreadful to find the wrath 
of God abiding on them throughout the ages of Eternity! 

^i The outward form we see, 
We see not that within, 
To set the sinner &ee. 
And cleanse the soul from sin. 

wondrous nnracle. 

In this dark world unseen ; 
The Lord doth with us dwell, 

Yet veil'd in things so mean ! 

E'en so the Jews of old, 
When clothed in earthly things. 

Believe not they behold 
The mighty King of Kings." 

Christ, though he loves us, exacts obedience ; and so 
must the parent always, yet this he must remember, 
that he must not command that which it is not good for 
his children to obey. And what the parent, for Christ's 
sake, endeavours by watchfulness and prayer to achieve, 
he may, according to his Faith and Love, attain through 
the guidance of the Holy Spirit, but not to that of per- 
fect innocence, which in this life can never be attained 
by any one. " The hoary head whose years have been 
spent in the service of his Lord, who has constantly 
fought as a faithful soldier under the banner of the 
cross, against sin, the world, and the devil, and 
having, by grace, triumphed, and become more than 
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conqurarer, through TTim who helped hiin, whose graces 
have- grown mellow as his age adyanced, is an example, 
in his degree, of the holiness of perfection. But yet 
the holiness of iimocence he has not preserved. The 
baptismal robe^ has too often needed to be washed again, 
and the stain of sin, from which none is free, to be ez« 
ponged by the tears of repentance, and the intercession 
of his Mediator. The holiness of Innocence, and the 
holiness of perfection, are never found combined in any 
but our Blessed Lord Himself. He alone never sullied 
the holiness of innocence by sin, and He alone attained 
unto that perfection in His life, which His people at least 
can foU^ but afar off. Every duty He performed, in 
every contest with sin He was victorious; and thus, 
by exercise His moral nature was strengthened to per- 
fection; for it is a law of its condition, that every 
success strengthens us for the next encounter, and every 
* defeat makes us weaker at the tempter's next approach** 

* Bingham's Sermons on Easter Subjects. 

Jesus! when .we bow the knee, 
And by Faith Thy Presence see, 
Enter Thou the heart of each. 
Thy Last Supper, Thou dost teach, 
Will to us Thyself convey, 
If in Faith we Thee obey. 
Thus alone can we partake 
That rich banquet Thou dost make ; 
For with Faith's discerning eye, 
Wq perceive that Thou art nigh. 
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And oh, my beloved friends, should you eyentoaUy 
enter the everlasting gates with the King of Glory, 
would it be no reward to find that yon had been har- 
bingers of angels ? Would it be no privilege to find 
that you had been entrusted with the keeping of ** the 
jewels of the Lord ?" Would you find no pleeisure in 
recognizing amongst the countless host the once infant 
lips that you first taught to lisp the name of Jesus at a 
mother's knee? to behold the once little ones over whom, 
in this world, you had shed many a midnight mother's 
tear, when tremblingly committing your holy charge 
in prayer to God ? Would it be nothing to find that, 
through Christ, you had been found faithfal, and able 
to say, "of them which Thon gavest me have I lost 
none ?" Oh, I say, would it be no reward to find that 
you had been the feeders of His lambs — ^the trainers of 
His elect ? Oh, then, in deep humility, stand at the foot 
of the Cross. Behold thy Lord crowned with thorns — 
writhing in agony for our redemption, and for the re- 
demption of your little ones ? Be not faithless in your 
holy charge, but believing that, asking His aid and 
guidance, you will have what you ask for. And, if 
patient in well-doing, resolute and firm in purpose, 
success will crown your efforts, through Him who 
helpethyou; for " whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, 
believing, ye shall receive." 
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'^ Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Arm'd by Faith, and winged by prayer ; 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee, 
God's own hand shall guide thee there. 

Soon shall close thy earthly mission ; 

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

Soul, then, know thy full salvation ; 

Bise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Try to find in eVry station 

Something stiU to do, or bear. 

> Think what Spirit dwells within thee ; 
Think what Father's smiles are thine ; 
Think that Jesus died to win thee ; 
Child of Heaven, canst thou lepine f* 

Turn ye then to the Lord, my beloved Mends, and 
fear not. Tom to Him, and He will help you ; in aU 
your trials He wiU guide you ; in your troubles he will 
comfort you ; in your afflictions He will sustain you ; 
and in your warfare He will strengthen you. Oh, then, 
be not cast down, as, through Him, you shall oyercome 
all difficulties ; by His grace you shall be made strong ; 
and, though passing through the fometce of affliction, 
you shall come out purified and unscathed, meet for the 
robe of righteousness — -the passport to the mansions of 
eternal blessedness and glory. "Be of good cheer, ^' 
then, "for He calleth thee." Turn to Him, then, arc! 
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renew your baptLsmal cot^enant. Draw near to Him in 
the Holy Eucharist ; and at < the rich banquet of your 
Saviour's love, renew all your vows. There shall you 
a£resh be made partakers of Christ, and so dwell in 
Horn, and He in you ; and ^thus would you create joy 
in the presence of the Angels of Gk)d. 

Think me not presumptuous, my Christiaa Mends, 
for having thus addressed you. If I have offended any, 
I solicit their compassion and forgiveness. If at times 
my expressions have appeared rash or severe, look favor- 
ably on my desire. Yearning, as I do, for the extension 
of our Lord's Kingdom ; and that you, my Mends, and 
your dearest little ones, may all be found within the 
fold of the Good Shepherd, and blameless in the day of 
the Lord Jesus, I have been induced to address you in 
the manner I have now done, feeling convinced that a 
real revival is needed. But what kind of revival? 
Should it be in outward gatherings, excited by enthu- 
siasm ; or in the domestic circle ? It should be at the 
Font— the Holy Eucharist— 4ihe House of Prayer—and 
Hie fire-iide / The foundation, however, for the next 
generation, rests mueh with i/ou in the mamier in which 
you now train your infants. This is the vital part— this 
is the root. This is the season for planting the seed ; 
for harrowing and watering the ground, to prepare the 
young heart to receive with meekness the engrafted 
word, as gently they are led onwards by those commis- 
sioned by t^e Most High with the ^Seeding of His floek. 
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And oh, my dearest Mends, when we consider the 
Talue of only one soul ; how much, how Tery much 
everlasting good might be done, if only parents would 
rmnember their solemn obligation — aye, and priyilege, 
too ! If only their pray^B were more earnest ; their 
endeavours more actiye and real; their detennination 
firm, for their short span of time— how much might 
they extend the Lord's Kingdom on earth, and how 
much joy might they be the means of creating for ever 
in Heaven ! 

Swollen as the troubled sea, 

Lord, I feel this heart to be—' 

BestLess on account of sin, 

Lord, there is no peace within. 

'Till Thou bid its passions cease, 
Lord, it never can have peace ; 
Never change its wicked will, 
Till Thou whisper, " Peace, be stilL" 

Every idle hope begone, 
Speaking peace when there is none ; 
None but Jesus, none but He, 
Can ever speak of peace to me. 

'Till I feel my sins removed, 

'Till I know that I am loved. 

And can lean upon my Sayiour*s breast^ 

I can never think of rest — ^Monsell. 

"What a sacred privilege now is ours ! To become the 
instruments of training " God's Elect." Oh hallowed 
thought! What mysterious humility in the Divine 



32 THE ADDRESS 

Nature to sanction vessels so unclean, to work Thy 
Holy will! How gladly should we own Him in a 
wicked world! And how humbly should we endeavour 
to tread the steps that He has trodden before us ! Oh, 
Fountain of Divine Love, how inscrutable Thy penetra- 
tion ! How unsearchable Thy Judgments I and Thy 
ways past finding out I Build us up Blessed Jesu, to 
do Thy work, before our sun goes down, that 
when the Bridegroom cometh, our lamps may be 
trimmed and burning, and ourselves robed in the 
marriage garment of the Lord. For we long to bear 
a portion of the heat and burden of the day ; — ^to train, 
in Thy ways, the little ones committed to our charge, 
and to be " not faithless but believing.*' 

Could we enter the Eternal City without being Washed 

in the blood of the Lamb, we could never participate 

in its unknown bliss. What bitter remorse; what 

bleeding heaits ; what souls of agony would be ours, 

to think of all these privileges neglected ; — and to see, 

perhaps, our little ones in the burning lake for ever I 

But such a supposition is useless ; we i^ever can. Oh 

then, let us now so work, in faith and humility, that the 

world may say of us, as the heathen might have said of the 

early Christians : — " Mysterious people ! moving amongst 

us, and yet not seeming to be of us ; passing through the 

world without seeming to be dee])ly concerned in its 

forms or fashions, its prizes or blanks ; tranquil amidst 

its contentions, humble amidst its pomps, silent amidst 
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its aproaX) passiye amidst its straggles, free amidst its 
bondage ; wrapt up, it should appear, in thoughts of 
your own, which work in you pursuits of your own • 
happy in yourselves, and never so happy as when shed- 
ding quiet blessings on all around you! How have 
your ways won on me, durst I but say so I How has 
your simple character told its tale on me, more touch- 
ingly than all the arguments of philosophy, more con- 
vincingly than all the logic of the schools ! How have 
you almost persuaded me to be a Christian."* 

Such might have been the picture of the carriers of 
the Gross in the ^ly ages, when persecution and mar- 
tyrdom was their reward on earth. Oh contrast the 
simple Christian then, with the professors of the present 
age! Behold the lukewarmness and unbelief, although 
by God's grace we are permitted in peace to serve Him. 
But still there a/re those to be found of *' His little 
flock " who would die the martyr's death for the sake 
of their Lord — ^but how very few compared to the large 
number of professors who << worship Him with their lips, 
while their hearts are far from Him. 

• Blmit*8 Three Centuries. 
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** The child-like Fuith, that asks not sight, 
Waits not for wonder or for sign, 
Belieyes, hecan&e it loves, aright — 
Shall see things greater, things divine. 

'* Heaven to that gaze shall open vide. 
And brightest angels to and fro 
On messages of love shall glide 
* Twixt God above and Christ below. 

*^ Yet shall to Him the stiU small voice, 
That first into His bosom fomid 
A way, and fixed his wavering choice, 
Nearest and dearest ever somid." 
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THE FIBST SMILE. 



Tears from the birth the doom must be 
Of the sin-bom ; but wait awhile, 

Toung mother, and thine eye shall see 
The dawning of the first soft smile. 

It comes in slimiber, gently steals 
O'er the fair cheek, as light on dew ; 

Some inward joy that smile reveals, 
Sit by, and muse ; such dreams are true. 

Closed eyelids, limbs supine, and breath 
So still, you scarce can calm the doubt 

If Ufe can be so like to death ; — 
' Tis life, but all of earth shut out. 

' Tis perfect peace ; yet aU the while 
O'er marble brow and dimpled chin 

Mantles and glows that radiant smile, 
Noting the spirit stirred within. 

Oh, dim to this the flashing ray, 
Though dear as Ufe to mother's heart, 

From waking smiles, that later play : 
In these earth claims the larger part. 
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But did the smile disclose a dream 
Of bliss that liad been His before P 

Was it from Heayen's deep sea ja gleam 
Not faded quite on earth's dim shore P 

Or told some Angel from above 

Of glories to be his at last ; 
The sunset crowning-hours of loye— 

His labours done— his perils past P 

Or, thought of trial for her breast, 
Did the mild spirits whisper then, 

'' From the Baptismal Font, blest, 
Thou shalt be ours, dear child again P 

Thou shalt be ours, and Heaven be thine, 
Thy victory without peril given ; 
Sent a brief while on earth to shine. 
And then to shine a light in Heaven. 

'' And her that folds thee now so warm. 
And haply thinks *twere death to part ; 

Her shall a holier love inform, 
A dearer Faith enlarge her heart." 



^W^^^^^IO^^^^WOn 



EASTEB DAT. 



*^ Oh I day of days! shall hearts seit free 
No ** minstrel rapture" find for .thee J' 
Thou a];t4ihft Suiv. pf other daysi 
They shine by giving back thy rays : 
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Enthroned in thy sovereign epheie 
Thou shedd'st thy light on aU the year ; 
Sundays by thee more glorious break, 
An Easter Day in every week. 

Then wake, my soul, to high desires, 
And earlier light thine altar fixes : 
The world some hours is on her way. 
Nor thinks on thee, thou blessed day. 

"Where is your Lord P" she soomful asks : 
" Where is His hire P we know His tasks ; 
^' Sons of a King ye boast to be ; 
'^Let us your cipwns and treasures see " 

We in the words of Truth reply, 

(An angel brought them £rom the sky,) 

" Our cro^^m, our treasure, is not here, 

'' 'Tis store'd above the highest sphere. 

« Methinks your wisdom guides amiss, 
'* To seek on earth a Christian's bliss ; 
'^ We watch not now the lifeless stone ; 
Our only Lord is risen and gone." 



« 



Oh ! joy to Mary first allowed 
When rous'd from weeping o'er His shroud, 
By His own calm, soul-soothing tone. 
Breathing her name, as still His own ! 

So is it still: to holy tears, 
In lonely hours, Christ risen appears : 
In social hours, who Christ would see 
Must turn all tasks to Charity." 
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SISTEES IN CHEIST 

(1 Pbtbb iii. 3-4) 

" Diflcenung Christians ! there is seen 
In simple garb tmd humble mien 
The token of an inner life, 
In rich or poor, in maid or wife. 

Hypocrisy may taint the mind, 
We dare not judge, nor yet be blind ; 
But this we know, the outward sign 
Is beautiful, of life divine. 

The pure attire of sober stain, 
The flowing veil and covering plain. 
The willing step that yields a place 
To others with a modest grace ! 

These may seem trifles, sisters dear, — 
But nothing can be trifles here. 
Which to His glory may redound. 
In life's appointed daily round. 

Then cast away each worthless gaud. 
Which foolish fashion doth applaud ; 
In Charity and Faith aboimd. 
With Christian virtues be ye crowned. 

So if all earthly joys remove, 
In'^Jesus seek undying love ; 
Who meekly bears His cross below 
Eis Kingdom shall hereafter know." 
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THE SLEEPma BABE. 



Smile upon ns, baby boy, 
Source of anzunu bope and joy. 
We will feacb tbee bowto Ioyb 
Him in wbom wb Hye and more. 

Wben thy little lq» can piay. 
We inH kneel with tbee eacb day, 
God's own sacred wards dedaro 
Jesus lores an in&nf s prayer. 

Dearest babe, may He wbo gave 
His own blood tby soul to saye^ 
Four upon thee from above 
All ibe blessings of His lore ! 

Ma/st thou early leain to know 
Him from wbom thy blessmgs flow ! 
May thy little beart be given 
To tby Saviour bigh in Heaven ! 

Kow my darling, gently sleep, 
Wbile I watcb beside tbee keep; 
Christ, tbe Ghildrens' Mend, is nigihy 
And can hear a baby's cry. 
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ALL SAINTS* DAT, 



** Thy love, Almighty Grod, pioyide 8 
A close and holy union, 
To knit together Thine Elect 
In one most blest commnnion. 

Communion of the Sayiour^s blood. 

Of sacred broken bread ; 
teyided unto every one, 

As members of one Head. 

Many, yet one — scattered, yet knit 

In fellowship most near, 
A mystic body boimd in one. 

To Christ the Lord most dear. 

How many Saints have thus rejoiced, 
From earth now .passed away, 

"Who wait, yet supplicate in rest 
The coming Judgment-day I 

They rest in peace j&om all their work 
Of faith, and truth, and love; 

Grant us such grace to foUow thrai, 
That we may rest above ; 

May come to those unspoken joys. 

Thy love has there prepared 
For all Thy faithful servant's here, 

Who Christ's blest Cross have shared.'* 
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HOLY BAPTISM. 

*^ Once in His Name who made thee, 
Once in His Name who died for thee, 
Once in His Name who lives to aid thee, 
We plunge thee in Love's honndless sea. 

dhiistian, dear child, we call thee; 

Threefold the Bath, the Name is One: 
Henceforth no evil dream hefall theei, 

Now is Heavenly rest begun. 

Yet in sharp hours of trial 

The mighty seal mnst needs :be ^90T*>d : 
Dread spirits wait in stem espial : — 

But name Thou stfll the Name beloy'd. 

Name it in dewy momii^g 

"When, duly for the world's keen fray 
Wi^h prayer and vow thy $oul adorning^ 

Thou in thy bower salut'st the day. 

In quiet evening name it 
When gently, like a wearied breeze, 

Thou sink' st to sleep ; see thou claim it— 
That saving Name — ^upon thy kneee. 

Name it in solemn meetings, 
'Mid chanted anthems grave and clear, 

When towards the East our awful greetings 
Are wafted ere our Lord appear. 

Upon thy death-bed name it : 

So may'st thou chase th' inf^nal horde, 

80 learn with angels to proclaim it. 
Thrice Holy, One Almighty Lord." 
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SAINT LUKE'S DAY. 



« Mother* of Ghiist's children dear. 
Teacher true of loying Fear, 
Kind Physician, wakeful Nurse, 
Wont with many a potent yerse 
By our cradle's watch to keep. 
Singing new-bom saints to sleep ; 
Be thy tenderest breath to-day 
Breathed on aU we sing or say. 
For to-day that saint we own, 
Who to Jesus' cradle-throne 
Led us first, with Shepherds wild, 
With that mother undefiled, 
There to adore the wondrous child. 

Bpouae* of Christ, so pure and brigh^ 
Skill'd, by His unearthly light, 
In our coarse dim air to trace 
Lines and hues from yon high place^ 
Gathering tones from earth and sky 
For His perfect hannony : — 
As to-day thou guid'st our thought 
Where that holy Painter wrought, 
Who with pen and pencil true 
Christ's own awful mother drew ; 
Be thy prayer imtired and strong, 
That when eager fancies throng, 
Ffure may be our dream and song." 

* The Chureh Militant. 
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FAITH AND LOVE. 



** Why shoTild we fkint and fear to live alone. 
Since all alone, so Heaven has will'd, we die ; 
Nor even the tenderest heart, »ad next our own, 
Knows half the reasons why we smile and sigh P 

Each in his hidden sphere of joy or woe 
Our hermit spirits dwell, and range apart, 

Our eyes see all around in gloom or glow — 
Hues of their own, fresh hoirow'd from the heart. 

And well it is for us our God should feel 
Alone our secret throbbings ; so our prayer 

May readier spring to Heaven, nor spend its zeal 
On cloud-bom idols of this lower air. 

Por if one heart in perfect sympathy 
Beat with another, answering love for love, 

Weak mortals, all entranc'd, on earth would lie, 
Nor listen for those purer strains above. 

Or what if Heaven for once its searching light 
Lent to some partial eye, disclosing all 

The rude bad thoughts, that in our bosom's night 
Wander at large, nor heed Love's gentle thralL 

Who would not shun the dreary imcouth place 
As if; fond leaning where her infant slept, 

A mother's arm a serpent should embrace : 
So might we friendless live, and die unwept." 
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VISITATION OF THE SICK. 

** Youth and Joy, your airy tread 
Too lightly springs by sorroVs bed ; 
Tour keen eye glances are too bright, 
Too restless for a sick mans sight. 
Farewell ; for one short life we part : 
I rather woo the soothing art, 
Wldch only souls in sufferings tried 
Bear to their suffering brethren's side. 

Wli^re may we learn that gentle spell ? 
Mother of Martyrs, thou canst tell ! 
Thou, who didst watch the dying Spouse 
ITith pierced hands and bleeding brows ; 
Whose tears from age to age are shed 
O'er sainted sons untimely dead ; 
If e'er we charm a soul in pain, 
Thine is the key-note of our strain. 

How sweet with Thee to lift the latch 
Where Faith has kept her midnight watch. 
Smiling on woe ; with Thee to kneel 
Where, fix'd as if one prayer could heal, 
She listens, till her pale eye glow 
With joy, wild health can never know, 
And each calm feature, ere we read. 
Speaks silently thy glorious Creed. 

I oome again : the place was bright, 
**With something of celestial light"— 
A simple Altar by the bed. 
For high Communion meetly spread. 
Chalice and plate, and snowy vest : 
We ate and drank : then calmly blest, 
All mourners, one with dying breath. 
We sat and talked of Jesus' death." 
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Once more I came : the silent room 
Was yeil'd in sadly-soothing gloom ; 
And ready for her last abode, 
The pale form like a lily shoVd, 
By Tirgin fingers duly spread, 
And prize'd for love of summer fled ; 
The light firom those soft-smiling eyes 
Had fleeted to its parent skies. 

sooth us, haunt us night and day, 
Ye gentle spirits far away ; 
With whom we shared the cup of grace, 
Then parted ; ye to Christ's embrace, 
We to the lonesome world again, 
Yet mindM of the unearfihly strain, 
Pra,ctLs'd with you at Eden's door. 
To be sung on, where Angels soar, 
"With blended yoices evermore." 



HOLY COMMUNION, 

**0 God, unseen yet ever near. 
Thy presence may we feel ; 
And thus inspired with holy fear 
Before Thine Altar kneel ! 

We come, obedient to Thy Word, 
To feast on Heavenly food ; 

Our meat, the Body of the Lord, 
Our drink His precious Blood. 
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SELECT POETIONS 

TAKEN FBOM 

THE MOTHEE'S EASTEE OFFEEING. 

"Why weep we then our children call'd away P 
To them the sleep of death is opening day ; 
They are hut taken from their parents' hreast 
Within the hosom of their Lord to rest 

Such was the blessed lot of one £axr child, 
Ere scarce six simmiers had upon him smiled ; 
His little life all innocence and love, 
His death the gate to endless life ahove. 

The tale I will relate : 'tis sweet to tell 
Of scenes whereon fond memory loves to dwell : 
Of scenes in which tried fsuth doth brighter glow. 
And hope doth turn to gems the tears of mortal woe. 

It was fiEiir spring — ^the winter snows were past, 
And Christians kept the Church's Lenten fast, 
When raging fever through this favoured land 
On high and low did lay its withering hand. 

One of these little ones redeem'd from earth 
Was a fjEur child of gentle birth, 
In whose pure soul the germ of grace did shine, 
Take root, and bud to bring forth fruit Divine : 

Deep was his parents' love and anxious care. 
They nursed him for a world more bright and £Eur ; 
They gave him to his God ere yet the wave 
Of Baptism his infant brow did lave. 
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WeD he rewazded all their fenderneaB 
By dideons loye and many a fcmd cazeaa, 
Yet oft would say "sweet moUier dear, I lore 
Toa both, but moet my Father God abore." 

His fitYonrite playmate was a milk-white lamb^ 
A gentle creature which had lost its dam ; 
Oh it was sweet to see their gambols wild, 
The lambkin white and that young lu^y child. 

His litde arms he'd dasp around its neck, 
And wreath wild flowers his favourite to deck. 
And whisper soft, *^ must be pure like thee, 
If I Christ's little lamb would be." 

I 

One mom some snowdrojis in his mother's breast 
He placed, and kisses on their petals pressed, 
'They are the last, sweet mother, and so fair 
And lovely that I longed to place them there." 

They were the last — ^that evening fever's chill 
Shivered his frame, his joyous laugh was still ; 
His trembling parents watch'd the awful hour 
Of death draw nigh, and owned God's love and power, 



They prayed, " Lord, to Thy unerring will, 
We patient would submit us and be still : 
Have mercy on our child, God adored, 
Tet not our will but Thine be done, Lord." 

Again they knelt, and sought in prayer relief^ 
And in submission balm to heal their grief ; 
" Blessed be Thy Name, Lord, for thou hast given, 
And hast recalled Thy little child to Heaven. 
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** Father, to Thee we willingly resign 
Our heart's best treasures, for they all are Thine ; 
We thank Thee for the pure and precious loan 
Of this our dear departed little one. 

<<And for oui^lyes, O grant, good Lord, that we 
Who unto death have been baptized with Thee^ 
May through the grave and gate of death's cold night. 
Awa^ with Thee to eyerlasting Hght" 

They laid their happy dead with pious care 
Within the grave, and strewed fresh flowers there^. 
Emblems of Him who slept beneath the sod, 
Whose pure young spirit had returned to God. 

Now day by day beside the grave would stand 
His favourite lamb so innocent and bland, 
Nor would it with its fellows ever play, 
But by the dead would bleat the livelong day. 

Sweet guileless things-it seemed to me as though 
It's love with that dear child was buried low; 
Few days had passed, it drooped its gentle head : 
The morrow found it by the graveside dead. 

That glorious mom, the Queen of Festal Days, 
Glad Easter, woke the Church's voice of praise— 
** The Lord is risen," burst from Christian tonguOy. 
Be-echoing aisles with Hallelujahs rung. 

Amidst the throng of reverent worshippers, 
What heart more tuned to thankfulness than hers. 
That mother fond, who late beside the dead. 
Of the departed child had bowed her head P 
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And now sh6 kneels in gratitude to Heavea 
For peril past, for in£uit daughter giyen ; 
That in£uit who hut then had heen enrolled 
A child of God, a Lamh of Christ's own fold; 

Her new-horn hahy folded to her breast^ 

Her hoy in. Paradise midst angels blest, 

And with her risen Lord — ^what would she more P 

Her Easter cup of joy seemed running o'er. 

And thus her full heart spoke, ** To Thee I bring 
Lord, a mother's Easter offering, 
For of Thy own dear flock I give to Thee 
The firstlings of the lambs Thou gaVst to me." 

His parting ray the Easter sun now threw 
When to the graye again the mother drew, 
A pure white cross she wove of lilies fSur, 
And placed it o*ex her darling sleeping then/' 



THE MOTHEB'S PARTING HYMN. 

** Jesn ! risen Lord of glory, 
Thou the victory hast won, 
Thou the grave hast triumphed over, 
Halleluia ! risen Soh. 

Thou hast oped the Heavenly p<»:tals 
To that Land of glory bright, 

Death's cold arms no more can hold ii% 
Halleluia 1 light of light. 
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Keep my babes, giadous Sayiour, 
Of Tbine own to Tbee I bring, 

Deign t' accept a mother's treasure 
As her Easter offering. 

Halleluia ! one is singing 
"With the Hosts of Heaven above, 

Both within Thy Chnrch are cradled, 
Halleluia ! Lord of Love ! 



THE SUFFEEINGS OF JESUS. 

'^ Hear Thy children, gentle Jesus, 

Hear Thy children cry to Thee, 
Self and sin no more shall please us, 

Hear our solemn litany ! 
Thou did'st suffer, gentle Jesus, 

Bitter shame and agony, 
From sin's bondage to release us. 

Thou did*st hang upon the tree. 

Thou did'st bear the nails and spitting. 

Cruel scourge, and thorny crown. 
And the soldiers' mockery sitting 

Meekly on Thy mimic Throne, 
Thou did'st bear the Jews' deriding, 

Judas' guilt, and Herod's pride. 
And Thy mother's grief abiding. 

Mute and tearful by Thy side. 

But my sins it was that stimg Tbee, 
Not the scourge, and nails, and spear, 

'Twas my sins alone that huug Thee 
On the Cross, my Saviour dear ! 
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By Thy childhood, gentle Jesus, 

By the pains Thou didst endure ; 
Let not sin and Satan please us, 

Make us gentle, good, and puxe. 

Thou wert pierced, gentle Jesus, 

Pierced that sinners might not die; 
let sin no longer please us, 

Make ua Thine eternally. 
Gentle Jesus, Thou hast won us 

By Thy pasmon and Thy loTe, 
Gentle Jesus, deign to own ua 

In the land of rest ahore I" 
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SEEK AND YE SHALL FIND. 

" Away with sleep and slothful ease ! 
We raise our hearts and hend our knees^ 
Our yain and wandering thoughts recall^ 
And early seek the Lord of alL 

Grant us, Saviour, what we craTO ; 
Stretch forth Thy strong Bight Hand to save; 
And giye us, of Thy houndless Grace, 
The blessings of Thy Heayenly Place ; 

That we, thence exQed by our sin. 
Hereafter may be welcomed in ; 
That blessed time awaiting now, 
With hymns of glory here we bow. 

Oh ! when the night of death is near, 
With Thy bright beams our spirits cheer; 
And grant us then the day to see. 
And Uto in endless light with Thee." 
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THE PRODIGAL'S RETUKN. 

** The wanderer no more 'wiH roam, 
The lost one to the Fold hath gone. 
The prodigal is welcomed home, 
Lamb of God, in Thee. 

Though clad in rags, by sin defiled. 
The Father hath embraced His childy 
And I am pardoned reconciled, 
Lamb of God, in Thee. 

It ii9 the Father's joy to bless — 
His loye provides for me a dress, 
A robe of spotless righteousness, 
O'Lamb of God, in Thee. 

Now shall my £Eumsh'd soul be fed, 
A feast of love for me is spread, 
I feed upon the children's bread, 
Lamb of God, in Thee. 

Tea, in the fulness of His grace, 
He puts me in the children's place, 
"Where I may see His lovely face, 
I^amb of God, in Thee. 

I' cannot half my love express, 
Tet Lord, with joy my lips confess^ 
This )blessed portion J possesEf, 
Lamb of God, in Thee. 

It is Thy spotless robe I wear ; 
It ifl Thy precious name I bear ; 
Therefore the Father's love I share, 
Lamb of God, in Thee. 

And when I in Thy likeness shine, 
'The glory and the praise be Thine, 
That everlasting Joy be mine, 
Lamb of God, in Thee.' 



t> 
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FROM 
MIDNIGHT AND MIDDAY HYMNS. 

£p Itev, Frehendary Ford^ M,A, 

Awake, my soul, awake to prayer, 
Thy Vigfl of the night prepare; 
Now all around is dark and still, 
Angels defending us from ilL 

The time to sacred thoughts is dear. 
When Thou alone, good Lord, art near : 
Hush'd is the world's external din, 
That we may hear Thy voice within. 

It seems to plead with gentle breath ; 
^< Sad child of finilty, heir of death, 
** It*s rest thy wearied body knows ; 
*^ Oh let thy soul on Me repose ! 

^* I came to sufiEer in thy stead ; 
'' I had not where to lay my head : 
^<^ Think of the Love, that could provide 
^ Blessings for man, to God denied I " 

Day without night the Angels sing. 
Nor rest upon the drooping wing ; 
Teaching our souls betimes t* ascencj, 
Where Hallelulia*s never end. 

David awak*d his harp and voice 
And all within him to rejoice; 
€K)d's Love to praise at morning light, 
And <<teU of all His Truth at night." 

Jacob in prayer nocturnal strove ; 
No stem repulse his prayer could move ; 
In vain the Angel man-did say, 
^' Dismiss me : for *tis break of day^; " 
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See how, in galling fetters laid, 
« At midnight Paul and Silas pray'd ; " 
Their gory wounds stOl smarting sore, 
And cold the prison's rugged floor. 

They sang the praises of the Lord ; 
So loud they sang, ** the prisoners heard : " 
And yet they thought that death was nigh ; 
And clouds obscured their morning sky. 

How shall I then Thy praise decline. 
When health, and Mends, and home are mine ? 
My dawn of day is clear and calm ; 
Ko foes oppress, no fears alarm. 

Are these Thy mercies, Lord to me ? 
Oh let me then Thy servant be ! 
Submitting to Thy just controul, 
And loying Thee with all my soul. 

So shall I find Thee strong to save, 
When my last bed shall be the grave : 
The grave shall own my Saviour's mighty 
And darkness vanish at Thy sight ! 

Only my soul must now awake 
From sleep of sin, for Thy dear sake ; 
And then my body shall arise 
From sleep of death to yonder skies. 

'Tis there I hope Thy face to see, 
The crown of all felicity ; 
'Tis there I hope that rest to gain, 
Which here I seek, but seek in vain. 

As endless ages roll along, 
Fndless shall be my grateful song : 
And Heaven itself shall pass away, 
Before I cease my vows to pay. 
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MID-DAY HYMN. 



When at mid-day my task I ply 
With labouring hand or watchful eye, 
I need the timely aid of prayer 
To guard my soul from worldly care. 

Thou, Lord, didst consecrate this hour, 
To mind us of Thy sayiiig power ; 
Thy liYiug water's heavenly spell. 
The mystery of Jacob's weU. 

There, about noon, with toil oppressed, 
Feebly Thy voice its plaint expressed, 
" Give me to drink ; " wondrous woe \ 
Gk)d thirsts, " from whom all blessings flow !'* 

Lord, in our pilgrimage of grace, 
Thy weary footsteps oft we trace ; 
And in the inner man renew 
The grief. Thy Sacred Body knew. 

Our spirits faint upon the way. 
We bear the " burden of the day ; '* 
'Tis then for strength to Thee we turn, 
Sit at Thy feet, and wisdom learn. 

*Twas at mid-day, on blood intent, 
Saul to Damascus raging went ; 
A light from Heaven upon him came. 
Putting that mid-day sun to shame. 

The sudden glorious burst appals ; 
Dash'd to the earth head-long he falls $ 
A voice reproves — a Form appears — 
Aghast he sees, and trembling hears* 
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Now streams that light, with mellowed glow 
Around our path, where'er we go ; 
Inviting lis, at noon, to raise 
Our hearts to God in prayer and praise. 

Oh see, in all this noon-tide heat, 
How worldlings lahonr for the meat, 
That perishes, and comes to nought, 
Like shadow, when we think 'tis caught. 

And wilt thou, then, refuse thy pains 
For Heaven s imperishahle gains P 
Or, canst thou grudge thy utmost toil 
For treasures, none can steal or spoil ? 

Sun of my soul, thyself display ; 
Quicken me. Lord, and cheer my way ; 
Till, borne upon Thy healing wing. 
Upward I soar. Thy praise to sing. 

And now, my Mid-day tribute paid, 
Life's busy path again I tread ; 
Tet happier far its task I ply, 
From surer trust, that Thou art nigh ; 

Nigh to defend, assist, and bless^ 
Making my cares and dangers less ; 
And daily duteous toil the road. 
That leads to perfect peace in God. — 

Peabe, thro' the grace of Christ our Loud ; 
Best, in the Father's love restord ; 
Joy, by the Spirit's tmion giv'n — 
The peace, the resf^ the joy of Heav'n ! 
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LOOKING AT THE CROSS. 



^* I saw one hanging on a tree, 

In agonies and blood ; 
Who fixed His languid eyes on me, 

As near His Cross I stood 

Sure never, till my latest breath, 

Can I forget that look ; 
It seemed to charge me with His death, 

Though not a word He spoke. 

A second look He gave which said, 

* I freely all forgive ; 
This blood was for thy ransom paid, 

I die that thou may'st live/ 

With pleasing grief, and mournful joy, 

My spirit now is filled. 
That I should such a life destroy. 

Yet Hve by Him I killed." 
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SPEAK GENTLY. 



" Speak gently ! it is better far 

To rule by love than fear ; 
Speak gently ! — ^let not harsh words mar 

The good we might do here. 

Speak gently to the little child, 

Its love be sure to gain ; 
Lead it to God in accents mild. 

It may not long remain. 
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Speak gently to the young, for they 
Will have enough to bear ; 

Pass through this life as best they may. 
They'll find it full of care. 

Speak gently to the aged one, 
Grieve not the care-worn heart ; 

His course in life is nearly run, — 
Let such in peace depart. 

Speak gently to the erring — know 
They may have toil'd in yain ; 

Perchance unkindness made them so, 
Oh ! win them back again." 

THE BABY. 



•* Another little wave 

Upon the sea of life ; 
Another soul to save 

Amid its toil and strife. 

Two more little feet. 
To walk the dusty road ; 

To choose where two paths meet, 
The narrow and the broad. 

Two more little hands, 
To work for good or ill ; 

Two more little eyes, 
Another little will. 

Another heart to love, 

Receiving love again ; 
And so the baby came, 

A thing of joy and pain*'^ 



SELECTIONS. 6l 

Sweetest darling baby boy ! 
Scruce of anxious hope and joy, 
Truly welcome thou art here ; 
But remember : — ^thorns and spear ; 
Let the tempter be defied, 
And thy body oruoified, 
To all oamal things below. 
Then to Heayen thou shalt go 
When it be thy Father's will 
His gracious promise to fdlfiL 

Dearest dhild! we loTe thy smile, 
Passing moments to beguile ! 
Oazing on thy little brow, 
— Of the Living Vine a bou^— - 
At the Holy Font made dean 
By the Spirit yet unseen ; 
But by Faith in holy love, 
For the Blest One reigns aboye, 
Who Himself hath chosen thee— 
As from Satan thou dost flee. 

Little Yisiter— come home, 
From mamma thou must not roam ; 
Or some evil may betide, 
When not near thy mother's side ! 
Young, thou dost but little dream. 
The courses of life's ebbing stream. 
Thy blest birth seems joy untold, 
As bekyw thou dost unfold : 
Dearest, sweet, and lovely flower, 
We will guard thee in thy bower. 
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Little Angel — ^nearer come ; % 

Could I tell thee half the sum, 

That mamma would take for thee 

If she had an offer free P 

No, my dearest, she would die, 

Or have thee summoned up on high. 

Ere for wealth or nohlest name, 

She'd give her babe, whom angels daim. 

By faith she knows, in the heavenly throng 

Her babe's the theme of angel's song. 

Heir to sorrow, sin, and shame, 
Thou dost bear the Christian's name ! 
Fear not then to take the Cross 
Purging out all earthly dross ; 
Jesus came and boro it too, 
Little soldier, so must you: 
Early grow in grace and love, 
If you'd join the saints above : 
Be propared to fight and win. 
By overcoming every sin. 

Sweetest babe ! suro is thy claim, 
If himibly press'd in Jesu's name 
In His Holy Word thou'lt see 
His gracious promises to thee. 
Infant babes, and sinners grown, 
Are to Christ each singly known. 
He's thy Shepherd Good and kind, 
.As those who seek him ever find. 
Oh I then, now, thy heart prepare^ 
For He hears an in£Einf s prayer. 
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COMMUNION IN PRATER. 



What a lovely sight I and AngelB ahazei 
When holy families join in prayer I 
Behold the wingf d ones hov'ring round, 
Such blest and hallowed spots of ground I 
The musical cadence you might hear, 
Wafted aboYO by the angels near ; — 
Wliile the others still more closely throng, 
On hearing the words of angeVs song. 
They bear them all to the Throne above, 
Where He doth receive— Whose name is Love,- 
The words of Faith ; and the plaintiye lays 
Are noted down when the Christian prays. 

The guardian spirits listening by 
Echo the words as they soar to the sky. 
The Christian's prayer his sooil will cheer ; 
Prayer will awaken the angels' ear. 
Whose duty it is to guard the sheep, — 
The soul of each in safety to keep : 
And waking or sleeping they tire not— 
Their Lord's commision they ne'er forgot 

A beautiful sight is the hoary head, 
When humbly taught and by Jesus led,—* 
With a meek and loving confiding wife, 
Aiding ^i^n on through the cares of life ; 
Surrounded at mom, and every night, 
(Seeking devoutly celestial light) 
By plants entrusted to them to train. 
Through a world of sin, of care, and pain: 
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The elder children reyerent kneel. 

When iheir wants united they all reveal ; 

While the yonnger bahes together draw. 

And join with the others in love and awe. 

But in that in&nt's outstretched arms, 

Is there nothing more than a parents' charms, 

As with glisf ning eyes the baptised saint, 

It*s plaintiye cries keep under restraint 

On seeing the fEunily all around, 

In reverence kneeling on the grQund ! 

Oh ! surely an angel's work is there, 

To keep the babe so quiet at prayer. 



^K^hn ta ^ilhtn. 



M Xb tfaifl a lixne to plant and build, 
Add house to house and field to field, 
When round our walls the battle lowers, 

When mines are hid beneath our towers, 
And watchful foes are stealing round 
To search and spoil the holy ground P 

'* Is this the time for moonlight dreams 
Of love and home by mazy streams. 
For fstncy with her shadowy toys, 

Aerial hopes and pensive joys, 
While souls are wandering far and wide, 
And curses swarm on every side ? 

"No — ^rather steal thy melting heart 
To act the martyr* s sternest part. 

To watch with firm imshrinking eye 
Thy darling visions as they die, 

Till all bright hopes and hues of day 

Have faded into twilight gray. 

^ Yes, let them pass without a sigh ; 

And if the world seem duU and dry, 
If long and sad thy lonely hours, 

And winds have rent thy sheltering bowers, 
Bethink thee what thou art and where, 
A sinner in a life of care/' 



Should a cheap Edition of this work he thought 
desirabky for Prizes in Schools^ or for more 
geTieral diffusiony the Author will have mu>ch 
pleasure in assisting to promote that object y if the 
Clergy and others interested will kindly com'- 
municat$ with him on the subject. 



" When holy bookt, when loving friends, 
When parents graye and kind, 
Tell of t^e peace the Almighty sends 
On the pure heart and mind— 

** When they, on whom our souls should leant 
The wondrous joy declare, 
How to God's Altar they haye been 
And found their Saviour there — 

" Alas ! too often, worldly wise. 
We soom what they reveal, 
We will not see with others' eyes, 
.Ourselves would touch and feeL" 
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A FEW WORDS TO CHILDRto. 



^^w^/v^»ww• 



"When God of old came down from Heatttliy 
In power and wrath He came ; 
Before His feet the clouds were riyen. 
Half darkness and half flame : 

Aronnd the trembling mountain's base 

The prostrate people lay ; 
A day of wrath and not of grace ; 

A dim and dreadful day. 

But when He came the second time, 

He came in power and love, 
Bofter than gale at morning prime 

HoYcred His holy Doyet 
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It fills the CKxirclL of God: it fills 

The sinfiil world around ; 
Only in stuhbom hearts and wills 

No place for it is found. 

Come Lord, come Wisdom, Love and Power, 

Open our ears to hear ; 
Let US not miss th' accepted hoizr ; 

Save, Lord, by Love or Fear." 

My dear Children, — ^would you not like to be good 
and happy, and to make those around you the same ; 
especially your dear parents, who have so kindly and 
tenderly taken care of you ? Then if for a little while 
you will give me your whole attention, I will endeavour, 
through God's help, to show you how all this happiness 
might he attained. 

"Were I to ask you the origin of all unhappiness, 
doubtless you would tell me it was through Adam and 
Eve breaking God's command, and eating of the forbidden 
fruit. Yes, my dear children, this was the cause ; but 
while we blame Adam and Eve, let us not hide our own 
disobedience. How often do we break God's command- 
ments? The same voice that spoke to them, says to 
you, *' Children obey your parents in the Lord ; for this 
is right." So that you see whenever you disregard 
their commands, you pluck of the forbidden tree with 
Adam and Eve, and eat thereof. You are then guilty 
of the same sin ; and therefore must not blind your- 
selves by screening your own conduct, for "he that 
covereth his sins shall not prosper.' ' We should therefore 
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diligently examine our own conduct, before so readily 
condemning the faults of others. You remember, 
perhaps, Who it was that said — "First cast out the 
beam out of thine own eye ; and then thou shalt see 
clearly to pull out the mote out of thy brother's eye." 

** I think when I read that sweet story of old, 

When Jesus was here among men, 
How he called little children, as lambs, to His fold, 

I should like to have been with Him then. 
I wish that His hands had been placed on my head. 

That His arm had been thrown around me, 
And that I might have seen His kind look when He said. 

Let the little ones come unto me. 

Yet still to His foot-stool in prayer I may go^ 

And ask for a share in His love : 
And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 

I shall see Him and hear Him above 
In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare 

For all who are wash'd and forgiven, 
And many dear children are gathering there, 

For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven." 

Now, my dear children, will you not try to follow the 
example of our dear Lord, who, when on earth, thus 
blessed littlo children, and embraced them in his tender 
arms ? Oh hallowed privilege ! To feel those sacred 
arms embracing now, would be transporting joy! 
Would you not like to have seen the Holy Jesus, how 
kindly He looked upon the helpless babes, and beheld 
the little ones when they were brought unto Him ? 
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Seek grace then, my own dear duldren, from the 
Fountain of Love; that your hearts and Toices 
may be toned to proclaim the praises of your Saviour 
and your Qtod, "Never listen to the sweet songs of birds 
without feeling yourselves called upon to lift up more 
joyM and sweeter notes, to the honour of your Father 
who is in Heaven. 

« Almighty Gk)d, who dweU'st on high, 
Where mortals camiot gaze, 
If Thou wilt listen I will try 
To sing a hymn of praise. 

Angels adore Thee, and rejoice ; 

Such pndse to Thee belongs ; 
But wilt Thou hear my feeble voice, 

Amid their lofty songs ? 

My feeble powers can never rise 

To praise Thee as I ought ; 
For Thou art great, and good, and wise, 

Beyond the highest thought.*' 

Oh, the sweetness of obedience, who can tell ? There 
is something holy in the very sound — since He who 
became " obedient unto death, even the death of the 
Cross," has made it an outward sign of our love to 
Him. "If ye love me, keep my commandments." 
Thus we may stiU show our love to Him, as He is 
ever near, and knows our thoughts even before con- 
ceived by us. And if, my dear children, you only 
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loiew the Mtter sorrow brought on parents by dis^ 
obedient diOdren — sorrow unknown to you, but regis* 
tared in heaven— you would always shun the idea, 
wfa^iever tempted tb act contrary to their wishes. 

" JeflUB, who Ured above the sky. 
Came down to be a man and die ; 
And in the Bible we may see 
How very good He used to be. 

He went about, He was so kind. 
To cure poor people who were blind ; 
And many who were sick and lame, 
He lotied tihism, and did the same. 

And more than that, He told them too, 
The things that Grod would have them do ; 
And was so gentle and so mild. 
He would have listen'd to a child." 

" The Blessed Saviour was the pattern child for your 
imitation. Thou^He was a sharer of the occupation 
of other children, He was never participator in th^ 
8^. He never shamed his mother's smile by w<»:d or 
deed which was inconsist^it with the most perfect in- 
nocence and purity. And when He was found in the 
temple with the doctors, though He justified His 
eemdUct in mysterious language which they did not 
utiderstand, He yet obeyed His parents' caM. He went 
dow)i with them and came to K^azatethi and wad subject 
unto them. Though He was the Moit tfigh Gk)d, as 
well as man, He was obedient to His mother in His 
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diildhoody and withheld it not from His reputed 
fiither. Again, at the cross, we see the Blessed '^rgm 
and her son. Had He no care for her then ? Was 
not one of the last words of the dying Savionr addressed 
to her ? He remembered that for her the first pulse of 
hnman sympathy had beaten in His breast. He called 
to mind ;the care with which she had guarded TTim ia 
the perils of His early days, and the tender confidence 
which through life had existed between them, and He 
Imew the grief which would wring her heart when she 
should be bereaved of her Son, and therefore He com- 
mitted her to the care of the disciple whom He loved, 
who, from henceforth, should take her to his own 
home."* 



" In heaven Thy glories, Lord, resound, 
And children join the song , 
And Oh, may I at last be found, 
Among the happy throng ! " 

Oh then, my dear children, you can never know what 
true happiness is, till you can say — God the Father is 
my Father ; God the Son, is my Saviour ; and Gx)d the 
Spirit is my sanctifier. When you can say this from 
the ground of your heart, you can say more than if jou 
could say, " the world is mine." When you can. really 
say this, your heaven will then begin on earth ; and 
when you die, you shall enter the everlasting gates, and 
then taste of the joys of the tree of life for ever and ever 
with the saints in glory. 

* Bingham's Sermons on Easter subjects. 
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*^ Shepherd of Israel, fix>m above 
Thy feeble flock behold ; 
And let us never lose Thy love, 
Nor wander from Thy fold. 

'' Thou wilt not oast Thy lambs away ; 
Thy hand is ever near. 
To guide them lest they go astray—- 
And keep them safe from fear. 

".We want Thy help, for we are frail ; 
Thy light for we are blind ; 
Let grace o'er all our doubts prevail, 
To prove that Thou art kind. 

« Since Thee, our Lord, we cannot see, 
Thou settest here below 
Parents, to whom, in place of Thee, 
"We may obedience show." 

If then, my little children, you wish to be happy, be 
obedient to your parents in all things, for '' This is the 
first Gonimandment with promise." And while they 
endeavour to "train you up in the way you should go:" 
teaching you the love of the Holy Jesus in purchasing 
your souls at so great a price, in order to make you 
happy for ever ; you know He gave Himself for you ; 
yes, His own most precious blood was the price He 
paid that you might, through Him, be saved. Oh, 
then, remember that His " ways are the ways of 
pleasantness, and aU " His " paths are peace." Only 
think my dear children, of the High and Holy Jesus, 
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who was from eyerlastiiig in hallowed joy and bleBsedr 
ness; lobed in glorioiiB appaiel, espying fhe Hdj 
Company of His Gloiions FMher: with holy aogdi 
BOiToanding Him, with songs of efyerlasting praise in 
adoratum ci His Eternal Majesty, the angelic music of 
the soul more sweet than words can describe; irifli 
cadences oi the softest melody, as the melting hreaSi- 
ings of the heayenly song wafted ronnd the Etend 
Throne ; and whore the perfect element of loTe was 
the only atmosphere breathed. Think, I say, my Htfle 
ones, of this Holy One^ whose joy was perfect, earning 
into onr wicked world of sin; of His snbjection to His 
Parents (an example to yon my litde ones), of His 
subsequent desertion even by His Apostles; of His 
Agony in the gaiden ; of His dying, love even for those 
who crucified Him — "Father, forgive them, for they 
know not what they do;" — of His separtttson, even 
from His Eternal Father — ^when the yeil of the heavans 
was drawn against Him ; of His bitt^ s^vflfemgi^ wd 
cruel crucifixion. Oh do you not love Ham 9 yodngas 
you are, can you not fedl for so good — so kjnd-^-HBo can- 
descending a Savioui!, who came to sare ycrar neter 
dying souls. Oh then, my dear ehildt^, it is He indeed, 
this very kind and Holy Jesus, who tells yo«L iioW to 
"Honour and obey your parents;" and to fftuve your 
love for Him by keeping His Commandments. Oh 
what a privilege ! to be loving Gt)d in merely obeying 
those we most tenderly love — ^and who so gready love 



I 
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Jesus, dearest Jesus ! help, oh help me to do Thy 
»ssed will from my earliest years. 

" Now that my joiiniey*B just begun, 
My course so little trod, 
I'll stay before I further run. 
And give myself to God. 

And Lord, whatever grief or ill 

For me may h% in store, 
Make me submissiYe to Thy will. 

And I would ask no more. 

Attend me through my youthful way. 

Whatever be my lot ; 
And whea I'm feeble, old, or grey. 

Oh Lord, frarsake me not" 



C^3^^ iSL 



A FEW WORDS TO CHILDREIf » 



'' JefUfl ChiiBt, my Lard and SaTionr, . 
Once became a chfld like me ; 
that, in my whole behayiofur. 
Ho my pattern still might be ! 

While I'm often yainly trying 
Some new pleasure to poesess. 

Ho was always self-denying. 
Patient in His worst distress. 

Help mo, by Thy word, to measure 
Btt^y deed and eyery thought, 

Thinking It my greatest pleasure, 
Th«i« to learn wh«t Thou hast tang^' 
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In the last chapter you have seen, my dear children, 
how even you may prove your love to Him, who hatfa 
80 loved you, and given you kind and loving parentsi 
to obey for His sake ; but whom you sadly grieve when 
disobedient — causing them to mourn over you, because at 
such times you are wounding a&esh the blessed Jesus, 
and grieving the Holy Spirit : and at such times the 
Guardian Angels forsake you ; and Oh, how terrible to 
be thus forsaken ! How hazardous your position ! 
Then would be the hour of darkness — the tempter's 
special season. You remember it was in the weakest 
time that Satan tempted our Saviour ; after He had 
fSasted forty days and forty nights ; when He was an 
hungered, faint, and weary : but what was his answer ? 
"It is written," on all occasions. He wanted no 
i^irther proof ; though tempted in all things like as we 
are, His Father's word was sufficient. "Would you 
then, dear children, like to know something of what is 
written for our learning ? Well then, I would tell you 
that this same kind Jesus has said — '^ He that would be 
my disciple must take up his cross and follow me." 
The more earnestly we try to please Him, the happier 
.we shall find ourselves, and the greater pleasure in 
following His precept, " Take my yoke upon you and 
' learn of me ; for I am meek and lowly in heart ; and 
ye shall find rest unto your souls. For my yoke is 
easy, and my burden is light." 
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** jGaeph among wicked 
Daniel in the lions' den, 
Jooah awallowed in the 
Job in deepest miaeiiea^ 
In the flames the princes three, — 
These, Lord, gaye thanks to Thee. 

If I be in rich estate, 

Healthy, wise, or worldly great ; 

If in meanest lot I lie, 

While I live and when I die ; 

Be it joy or grief to me, 

I^et me, Lord, give thanks to Thee. 

When I work, or read, or think, 
When I eat, and when I diink, 
When I cease work or begin. 
When I go out or come in, 
In great things or least that be, 
Let me, Lord, give thanks to Thee." 

Tou know, mylitUo ones, who it was that said, ''Those 
that seek me earfy^ shall find me." Oh then, r^nemher, 
dear ohildron, " now thy Creator in the days of tliy 
youth," for '* now is the accepted time ; now is ths 
day of salyation." The eyes that now peruse these 
pages may, ere another week has passed, beb<M lU 
ttiings of eteniity. And ** as the tree fidls, so it fiea.* 
ThereferOi as my little ones leaTe this worid, so lA 
ttioy be ibimd in the Day of Judgment^ beeaaae '^ttiert 
is no repontuic^ in the gniTe." I shall preaeaHj MB 
yutt of a little one who has gone to hia erolaating 
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kome ; and the beantifdl BobnmNdoii he diowed to the 
-win of his Heavenly Father. Oh that each of you 
were thus prepared-^^^that yon kad " fought the good 
fight and kept the Mth," and seeured for ever the 
crown of glory which is laid up for you in the mansioBB . 
of Eternal Bliss. 

" SeHder now and senrant trae, 
Earth behind and Heaven in fiew, 
Arm thee for the condng strxfB, 
All throughout this mortal life. 
He, when young, who dares to sleep, 
CQiaU, when old, awake to weep ; 
Weep to see his treasure lost, 
And too late to count l&e oost 

All in judgment shall he known, 

Thou shalt reap as thou hast sown ; 

Childhood, manhood, and old age 

Shall make up thine heritage ; 

AH tilings done shall be repaid) 

All things in t^ balance laid; 

Not alone when growing old, 

With weak hands and wishes cd^y 

Not alone on the bed of death, 

But sxnee the time of thy earliefit bredlk' 



v» 



Jesu8| my dear children, now says, " Gome untonQie.'' 
Oh, He invites you. He loves you. He yearns after 
you as jewels which he has purchased dearly. He longs 
for your souls to be h|i>ppy with Him for ever ; but if 
you refose, and wiU not oomei He m»jf shortly say— 
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flumg^ deeplj gfieved — ^''Cut it dowiiy why cmnbenth 
it the groand? " Yes, my dearest little ones, listen to 
the Toice of lore, listen to Sm when lie says, ^^ Beliold 
I stand at the door and knock ** — the door of yonr hearts^ 
my children. 

^Behold a stranger at the door — 
He's gently knocked — he's knocked before ; 
He's waited long^ and he's waiting still, 
Yon nse no other friend so ill." 

I hope, my dear children, He is no stranger to yon, bat 
that you try to love Him more and more every day; 
and that you ask your parents and teachers to tell yoa 
more about His Holy Childhood ; and that yon endea* 
TOur, by perfect obedience, to keep unsullied your 1m^ 
tismal robe, which Jesus, through the Comforter, whom 
He promised to send, gave you in your baptism. And 
that the little candle of grace then given yoa has been 
ever kindling into a bigger flame of divine love ; and 
that you wiU never quench that Holy Spirit, but cheridi 
it ever by constant prayer; for then, when throog^ 
weakness you Ml, you will the more earnestly return 
to JEasL '*who wiU not break the bruised reed, nor 
quench the smoking flax " — and sing more hmdly Hun 



^ Oh, for a closer walk with God, 
A eaha and heaxieDlT frame ; 
A Ught to shine vpan iSbt road, 
lldft leads ve to ^he Lnak" 
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Haying then heard so mnch, my dear children, about 
the Holy Jesus, and how all His followers must take 
up their crosses, would you not like to know how yoir 
could serve Him ? Pirst, then, I will enumerate a few 
plain directions for you ; and then show how even you 
may here carry a cross for the sake of Jesus, who is 
ever watching you. He is saying to you, my little 
ones, "A new commandment I give unto you, that ye 
love one another, as I have loved you. By this shall 
all men know that ye are my disciples.'' And thus it 
is, my little ones, that you are to "let your light so 
shine before men, that they, seeing your good works, 
may glorify your Father which is in Heaven." And not 
by vain talking and self praise — ^no Pharisaical outward 
professions, but quiet inward devoted practice, bringing 
forth the mellow finiits of love. Love quietly acts in 
humility, bringing forth the fruits of the Spirit, in de- 
voted obedience and submission to the will of Him 
''who alone can order the imruly wills and affectiona^ 
of sinfal men," and " from Whom no secrets are hid." 
And yet this Blessed and Almighty Eather is willing to- 
receive you, though you have oft rebelled against Him, 
and been naughty and disobedient to your parents, ; yet 
if you return now, ere your sun goes down, He will 
graciously listen to your cry, for " He desireth not the 
death of a sinner, but rather that he should tum from. 
his wickedness and Hve." 
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'' Jesu, loyer of my aoal. 

Let me to Thy boaom fly, 
While the raging billowB roll, 

While the tempest still is hig^ ; 
Hide me, my saTioar ! hide, 

TQl the stoim of life be past ; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

receive my soul at last ! 

Other refuge have I none. 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ; 
Leave, leave me not alone. 

Still support and comfort me : 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing. 

We must remember, dear children, that Ood is '' the 
Searcher of hearts," and, knowing all things, we caa 
hide nothing from Him. Therefore with David, ve 
shoold say, ''Unite my heart to fear Thy name; and say 
nsto my soul I am thy salvation. For thou art abont 
my paijh and about my bed, and ^iest out all my 
ways." 

TbxkBf my dear children, have I endeayoured to call 
year attention to a few plain truths, with which it is a 
solemn thing to trifle. May the power of the Most 
Higli become your str^igth, and the Heavenly Dove 
your inward guide ; and the example and precepts of 
the Blessed Jesus your daily practice in this lower 
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world — ^while stretching forth to the things of 
Eternity. 

Therefore before I farther proceed to show what may 
now constitute the little crosses the Sayionr calls on 
each of you to carry — ^let me remind you that He has 
promised '^ not to lay upon ns more than we are able to 
bear." 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His preseneesliBll BD^ wanls stt^ifty, 
And guavd me with a ivtatdifbl tnye ; 
My noonday wallGi He shaU attendi 
And all my midnigbt hoiiii dstad. 

Though in a bare and rugged way 
Through deyious lonely wilds I stray, 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile, 
The barren wiLdemess shall smile, 
"With sudden greens and herbage crown' d, 
The streams shall murmur all around. 

Though JXL the paths of death I tread, 
"With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My stead£su9t heart shall fear no ill, 
For Thou, Lord, art with me still ! 
Thy Holy Spirit shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 



**ASK AlCD YE SHALL RbCBIVB ; SeBK AMD YE SHALL FuO) ; 
E[KOOK AKD it SHALL BE OPENED UNTO YOU." 



* * Where is the Holy Jesus ? 
Heliyes in Heayen aboye, 
He looks upon good children 
With tenderness and loye. 



" Where is the Holy Jesus ? 
His home is eyerywhere, 
He loyes that little children 
Should speak to Him in prayer." 



V. 
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OBEDIENCE. 



Jesu ! Dost Thou bear Thy cross ? 

Then let me carry mine ! 
For all things else I'll count hut dross, 

To he for ever Thine I 

For with Thee here I long to hear 

A portion of Thy load ; 
That I in bliss with Thee may share 

The presence of my God. 

Though could I join the realms of lights 
However vile I live ? ^ 

Yet I would with Thy soldiers fighty 
In strength which Thou wouldst give. 

I promised to tell you, my dear children, Ilow even 
rou might carry the cross of Jesus, if you really love 
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and wish to serve Him. " He that would be My dis- 
ciple, mnst deny himself, and take np his cross, and 
follow me." 

The language of our Blessed Saviour, to yon, my 
little ones, may seem mysterious ; but if yon wiU atten- 
tivcly follow me while I attempt through the grace of 
Qod to unrayel the mystery, I will endeayonr as plainly 
as possible to explain to you the lessons He would hove 
you taught; and then I think you wonld say that His 
language was plain and simple. 

Are you then, my dear children, always obedient to 
your parents ? even when they refuse your requesfa^ 
and give you not what you desire ? are you at all timeB 
cheerfully ready to submit without a murmur to their 
wishes? I wish, my little ones you could all say yes; 
but I fear you cannot. Here then is a cross— a cross 
for you to carry — ^for the sake of that Holy One who 
has said *' If ye love Me, keep my comtnandtnents " and 
who has also said " Honor and obey your parents." 

Now there were two little children who both obeyed 
their parents ; yet only one of them carried the cross of 
Jesus — while the other one grieved the loving Saviour 
— and wounded His tender feelings of compassion. 
How could this possibly be ? Both obedient, and yet 
only one good ? Yes my dear children, even so. 

I will explain to you how this was. Their kind 

parents had given them a day's amusement by inviting 

oiliet little children to play with theni — ^and let thto 
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have a nice Kttle tea party all to themselves in the 
open air, in a shady spot on the lawn in front of the 
house, gave them cakes and play things of all kinds, 
and made them as happy as could he ; aud to have seen 
and heard their merry laugh would have convinced you 
that their pleasures were complete. 

But hy and bye their little companions were sent far 
to return home — ^and these two little ones, Silas and John- 
ny, were told hy their kind aud indulgent mamma to 
come into the house to prepare for bed, as their Papa was 
waiting to bid them " good night." The two little boys 
asked to remain out a little longer, but mamma said ''no 
my dears, it is passed your bed-time already, ahd with 
the evening dew you'd catch cold." 

Silas began to cry and sulkily entered the house; 
and in a tad humour was put to bed. But not so with 
Johnny, who after his mother's refusal ran up and kissed 
her saying, ''mamma, did not Jesus say if we loved TTitt i 
to do as He told us ? and I am sure I love you very very 
much, and He has said ' children obey your parents.' Oh 
how glad I am to be able to please both Him and you." 

^ Let ohildren that would fear the Ixm^ 
Hear what their teachers say ; 
"With reverence meet their parents' word. 
And with delight obey. 

Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 

Are threatened by the Lord, 
To him that breaks his father's law^ 

Or ikkocks his mother's word ? 
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But those who worship God, and ghre 

Their parents honor due, 
Here on this earth they long shall live^ 

And liye hereafter too." 



Thus, my dear children, did little Jolumy make a cross 
for himself to carry for the sake of Jesos. He would 
gladly have remonstrated farther but he heard his 
mother's wish, and He knew onr Lord's command, and 
hy cheerful obedience against his own inclination, he 
rendered to God an evening sacrifice acceptable in His 
fdght, and thus made light the cross which Jesus gave 
him to carry, pleased his parents, and went happily to 
bed, more strongly fortified against the next attack of 
temptation. For the more we yield the weaker we be- 
come — ^the more we resist the stronger we are mi 



through Christ Jesus. And ever bear in mind, my dear 
children, that God looks not at acts but motives. There- 
fore if you only obey your parents for fear of punish- 
ment if you do not, it is no acceptable service to God. 
But if you do so because He has commanded you, then He 
will register your acts of obedience in the Book of 
Heaven, and make you one of His own dear children for 
ever and ever. 



" Jesu! Saviour, Son of God, 
"Who for me life's pathway trod, 
Who for me hecame a child, 
Make me humble, meek, and mild. 
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I thy little hmh would be ; 
Jesu ! I would follow Thee ; 
And, like Samuel of old, 
I would live withia Thy fold. 

Dearest Sayiour ! I am Thine ; 
£id Thy Spirit on me shine ; 
Keep my weak and sinful heart, 
Lest it should from Thee depart 

Teach me how to pray to Thee; 
Make me holy, heavenly ; 
Let me loye what Thou dost love- 
Let me live with Thee above." 

I said aboye that Otod looks not at acts, but motwes. 
Kow 70U mnst not suppose, dear children, that actions 
are therefore unnecessary. On the contrary, wlien the 
motiyes are pure and good, the actions are equally so. 
Your actions may sometinies seem good, but the motives 
themselyes be bad. For instance it is good to giye to the 
poor because Jesus has said ^' Xnasmucb as ye haye done 
it unto one of the least of these, my brethren, ye have 
done it unto Me." And again read how beautifully He 
describes those who haye taken care of His poor. Mat. 
zzv. 35-6. But He has also said ''Let not thy right 
hand know what thy left hand doeth." Our acts of 
loye and cbarity for the sake of Jesus should be done 
secretly, unknown to anyone, if possible. Therefore, if 
we gave to the poor and then told others, and made 
public our alms deeds, the motive would be bad. Our 
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reward would then be the praise of men; as Jesos 
would not accept it as done to Himaelf in love. 

In like manner you see Johnny's msAivB in obeying 
his mamma was loye for Jesus, but tiie motiye of Silas 
was fear, and therefore not pleasing to God. 

" Old Mends, old' scenes, will loyelier he^ 
As more of Heaven in each we see ; 
Some softening gleam of love and ^ayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care." 

In like manner, my dear children, we may go to 
church all our days, and be affcer all none the better — 
rather the worse, and more responsible — unless our 
moiwes for going have been good. The mere act of 
going would not be pleasing to Ood if our motive^ for 
going were other than in obedience to His wiU, Btx^ 
on the other hand, to have the good motive, and yetnc$ 
to go, would be inconsistent, as the good motive 1701^ 
lead to the good action ; though a good action jc. its^ 
does not necessarily imply that the motive wa3 gppj} 
which prompted it. There are indeed maiiy reasp^ 
that people have for going to church, but in the foljpwiiif 
lines I have endeavoured to show you one or ^0 of 
those reasons. 

I heard a sound that sweetly feE 

lake music on my ear ; 
When walking in the busy town 

I loved that sound to hear ; 
Inviting me, leaving toil and care, 
To enter a-while the Souse of Prayer. 



But now the sound more loudly rose,* 

Wlien all was calm and still, 
For all did now their business close, 

Who loved their Ma8ter*s will, 
4^ cheerfully from all parts they cam^ 
1^0 loyed to honour their Sayiour^s namo. 

A rest was stamped on all around, 

The clouds looked calm on high ; 
We heard no harsh discordant sound — 

No hawker's piercing cry ; 
The rich and poor together drew near. 
The Word of the Lord of Hosts to hear. 

But did none come who did not loye 

That Holy Name to praise ? 
Did all who entered really long 

To treeid His holy ways ? 
Let us ask the reason that each came there ; 
W^ it to praise, or to join in prayer P 

At first there came an aged man, 

His wife was by his side, 
I ask the reason why they came ? 

Both look and yoice replied, 
The day is too long if spent at home. 
To pass the tedious hours we come. 

I ask a group more &esh and young, 

Whose steps are Hght and gay. 
Say, haye you found the day too long, 

That you haye come this way ? 
Oh no ! they reply we're forced to come;, 
Or gladly we'd haye remained at home. 
* Sunday Mondng. 
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I see a modest silent pair, 

"With peaceful steps and slow, 
One cannot think they have been forced^ 
So placidly they go ; 
Why F naught could tempt them to stay away, 
For — What would their Mends and neighbonxs say t 

And there are those who come to please 

Some tender friend and kind, 
Some pastor, parent, teacher, Mend, 
May these a blessing find ; 
And shortly learning to love the Lord, 
Bejoice in coming to hear His Word. 

But those there are who humbly come 

To learn their Master's will, 
Who striye to practise what they learn. 
And striye with patience still ; 
On these He'll daily blessings shower, 
And strengthen them with heavenly power. 

' Beader ! to which do you belong. 

The aged or the young ? 
Is yours the service of the heart, 

Or only of the tongue ? 
And do you when you bow the knee, 
By faith our Lord and Sayiour see ? 

If not, entreat for Jesn's sake. 
Our gracious Lord and kind, 
Your heart of stone away to take, 
And change your camal mind : 
And when to the House of God you go, 
Your be heart in Heayen tho' you're belowv 
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** So sball" thy "prayers and praiseB be 

'With His acceptance hlest,'* 
While here on earth He'U care for thee. 

Then take thee to His rest^ 
Where never frailty, weakness or sin 
Thy Ood and thy soul shall come between. 



CJa^tjer iJ&. 
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« 



Fray thou that angels' ministry may stand, 
To gird thy loins, to arm thy feeble hand ; 
To prompt to holy thoughts, to urge the way 
Of lowly duty, when thy thoughts would stray : 
To guide thy feet in paths thy Sayioub trod, 
And lead, through hlest obedience, to thy God,* 



" But I say unto you, that eyery idle word that men shall speak, 
they shall giye an account thereof in the day of judgment"— 
Matt, zii, 36. 

KoW| my dear children, I purpose talking to jon a 
little while about idle words. The above passage, I 
have no doubt, seems strange to you ; but if you will 
listen for a few minutes I will endeayour to explain it 
to your understanding. 
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You must remember that our Blessed Lord, in using 
these words, applied them directly to the wicked slander 
of the Pharisees, who professed what they did not in- 
wardly practise. Thus you see they do not mean, that 
for every innocent word you use when playing together 
you will have to give an account, but only for every 
"idle word." 

I think, my little ones, I hear some of you asking, 
then what are the idle words we must g^ard againstf 
I will therefore just enumerate a few of them. 

If, my dear children, you approach the Pure and Holy 
Qod, whose eye pierceth the heavens and penetrates the 
secrets of all hearts — ^in prayer to Him tiirough our 
dear and Blessed Lord — ^without, at the same time, ear- 
nestly wishing for and meaning what you say — ^they 
would be of all the most "idle" words you would 
Htter, and for which you would be judged; because 
you would only be mocking a kind and holy God. Oh 
then, when you say your prayers how earnestly ought 
you to try to think of what you are saying ; and really 
to remember that God is listening to your petitions. 

« When daily I kneel down to px9y, 
As I am taught to do ; 
God does not care for what I say, 
Unless I feel it top. 

But if I make His way my choi/De, 

As holy children do, 
Then, while I seek Him with ^i^ voice, 

My heart will love Him top. 
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Lord ! teach a little child to piay, 

Thy grace betimes impart ; 
And grant Thy Holy Spirit may 

Senew my youthful heart. 

For aU who early seek His fiace 

Shall surely taste His loye ; 
Jesus shall guide them by His grace 

To dwell with Him aboye. 

Agaiiii my little ones, if in your play you don't agreOi 
nauglity words will often tempt yon ; and anger may 
follow. But if yon daily pray to God momingy nig^ 
and sometimes noon (Matt, vi. 6 J to guard you at all 
times — ^to strengthen you in weakness wlien temptation 
aiises — and to support you imder every little trial, He 
will send the Comforter even to His lambs, and enable 
jou to come off more than conquerors through Him who 
belpeth you, if your single aim be to please TTim by 
doing His will. 

" Do no sinfol action, 
Speak no angry word. 
Ye belong to Jesus, 
Children of the Lord. 

Christ is kind and gentle, 

Christ is pure and true. 
And His Httle children 

Must be holy too. 

Ye are new-bom Christians, 

Ye must learn to fight 
With the bad within you. 

And to do the right.' 
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"has, my dear cliildren, you have been bought irith 
ice and are not your own. On the little forehead 
)ach the cross of the Holy Jesus was impressed when 
marked you for His own. I have already told you 
it was the price that the Holy Saviour paid for re- 
sung your souls. This, I think, you already know, 
lot, your parents or teachers will kindly tell you« 
bhen, dear children, remembering in the gift given you 
he Baptismal Font, what sort of children you ought 
•e, whose '' conversation," that is, citizenship, is in 
7en, how pure and imdefUled should you keep your 
Les, how chaste your habits and desires, how regu- 
d your hearts and fervent your prayers, knowing 
; these earthly tenements are nothing less than the 
pies of the Holy Ghost. 

^ Words are things of Httle cost, 
Quickly spoken, quickly lost ; 
We forget them, but they stand 
Witnesses at God's right hand, 
And their testimony bear 
For us, or against us there. 

0, how often ours have been 
Idle words and words of sin! 
Words of anger, scorn, or pride. 
Or deceit our faults to hide ; 
En-yious tales, or strife imkiad. 
Leaving bitter thoughts behind. 

Grant us, Lord, from day to day, 
Strength to watch, and Grace to pray ; 
May our Hps, from sin kept free, 
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Love to speak and sing of Thee ; 
Tin in heaven we learn to raise 
Hymns of eyerlasting praise." 

I suppose, my dear childreii, you would again like. to 
hear a little more about Johnny and Silas before I con- 
clude this chapter ; and as I have got a little tale to 
relate concerning them, I will comply with your wishes, 
provided you give me your whole attention, and wiH 
promise to try to connect it with what I have already 
told you in this chapter. 

Accorduig to the children's request, their Mamma 
gave Johnny and SHas a Httle garden each, aU to them- 
selves, and a certain Httle seed called Fides, which 
bloomed beautifully when properly and careftdly trained 
— spreading widely, and throwing all around a most 
delicious perfume — ^followed by the finest fruit you ever 
saw, and the sweatest ever tasted. 

Johnny planted carefully his seed, and daily watched 
the place, pulling up the weeds as ihej came, and 
watering ihe seed when it was dry, with the morning 
dew and the evening mist, which he always called his 
incense. He trained it carefully as it came up, in the 
position in which he wished it to grow ; and the blossom 
when it came was so sweet, the plant itself so green 
and beautiful, that all who passed it secretly admired it, 
and wished heartily to have its finiit, especially when 
Low and ripe. 
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But with Silai^ the case was different. He had care- 
lessly thrown the seed down into his garden ; thought 

and cared little about it ; never weeded, watered, nor 
trained it ; consequently, as might be supposed, it 
became choked with sundry weeds and briers, and 
eventually withered and died — ^though in all respects, 
originally, the same seed which liis brother brought 
to such perfection. 

Hush, iny children ! did 1 hear you condemmUg 
Silas ? Look within first, and say whether yoU are fol- 
lowing Johnny or Silas ? The same gift was given you 
in the Temple of the Loid, when you were dedicated to 
His service, and ranked amongst His soldiers on earthy 
and marked with His signet afber promising to fight 
under His banner. By constant watchfulness of his own 
will were the weeds Johnny removed, and self-denials 
the sweetness of the heart. By prayer he tDurished the 
Treasure ; and this he called his incense : by self-control 
he trained it with a power not his own ; by which power 
also he was enabled to bring it to perfection through 
Him who strengdiened him, saying " I will never leave 
thee, nor forsake thee." But, alas, poor Silas sought 
not the heavenly food^ knew nothing of the ^^ Still 
small voice ^^ of prayer^ although he daily repeated 
prayers with his lips, but his heart being iihgaged with 
other things, they were never presented to the throne 
of grace, as **God will not be mocked." Thus the 
weeds and briers were his "idle " words, fbr which he ^ 
must render an account at last, for 
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''The Lord will come ! but not the same 
As once in lowly form He came ; 
A silent Lamb to slanghter led, 
The Bruised, the Suffering, and the Dead. 

King of Mercy ! grant us power 
To stand in that tremendous hour, 
Before Thy Wrath when sinners flee^ 
Vouchsafe to gather us to Thee." 

I hope, my little ones, that I have been enabled to show 
jon a little more clearly the real meaning of "idle" 
words than what you understood by them at first ; and 
if so, I am satisfied, only that in return, I would ask 
you this evening to learn the following four verses : — 

" Sun of my soul ! Then Saviour dear. 
It is not night if Then be near ; 
Oh ! may no earth-bom cloud arise 
To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes. 

When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyeHds gently steep, 
Be my last thought how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Sayiour^s breast 

Abide with me from mom till eve^ 
For without Thee I cannot Hve ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

Gome near and bless us when we walce, 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till in the ocean of Thy love 
We lose ourselves in Heaven above." 
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** Brought to the Font with holy care, 
And washed from nature's shame 
We join the flock of Christ, and bear 
The Christian's sacred name. 

Lord, since Thy holy name we bear, 

Like sons we would obey ; 
Mark Thy commands with filial fear, 

And keep Thy perfect way. 

So, Lord, the inward grace impart, 

And bless the outward sign ; 
That love, abiding in our heart. 

In all our life may shine." 

My dear children, having in the last chapter shown 
you how, for Christ's sake, you may cany your little 
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crosses daily, if you wish to ** serve Him truly aU. the 
days of your life," by ever being on your guard against 
" idle '* words — which, on first reading, you did not un- 
derstand ; can you not then offer the same prayer that 
David did when he said, " Open Thou mine eyes, that I 
may behold the wondrous things out of Thy law J 



"Holy Bible ! Book Divine ! 
Precious treasure, thou art mine. 
Mine to tell me whence I came. 
Mine to teach me what I am. 

Mine to chide me when I rove. 
Mine to show a Saviour's love, 
Mine art thou to guide my feet. 
Mine to judge, condemn, acquit. 

Mine to comfort in distress. 
If the Holt Spirit bless ; 
Mine to show by living Faith, 
Man can triumph over death. 

Mine to tell of joys to come^ 
And the rebel sinner's doom ; 
thou precious Book Divine 
God be praised ! — ^thou art mine." 



Having then offered this prayer with the Holy 
Psalmist, let me, while I endeavour to show you how, 
by humility, you may also carry the Cross of Jedus, re- 
mind you first of all, that '^ a meek and quiet spirit is 
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in the sight of Gk)d of great price." St. Peter tella 
us this ; and St. John speaking to children says, " My 
little children, let us not love in word, neither in tongue, 
but in deed and in truth." And you doubtless remember 
that we are told that " he that humbleth himself shall 
be exalted." And St. Peter again says, "Be subject one 
to another, and be clothed with humility, for God re- 
sisteth the proud, but giveth grace unto the humble." 
Who is it the Holy Jesus will teach ? And to whom 
will He- send the Heavenly Dove to guide them in their 
dark pavilion? Perhaps, my little ones, you cannot 
answer ! But if you would like to know, the Holy 
Psalmist tells you in the xxv. Psalm and 9th verse, 
" The meek will He guide in judgment ; and the meek 
will He teach His way." Oh then, my children, will 
you not try to become meek, for Jesus Himself was 
" meek and lowly of heart," suffering the deepest in- 
sults for our sakes, without answering a word. 

" The very things we most desire, 
Most importunely crave, 
Granted — may only feed the fire 
Of Passion's lust, and raise it higher, 
Until both life and joy expire 
In an untimely grave. 

Lord, let me cast all thought of care 

For worldly things on Thee ; 
Thankful that Thou such weight will bear 
For one, who has small time to spare 
For aught, but holy strife and prayer, 

Thine evermore to be." 
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Thus, my dear children, did the High and Holy One 

become meek for our sakcs, who might have commanded 

the things of heaven and earth to serve Him. Thus 

He, who might have come in grandeur unknown to, aad 

l)eyond the power of man to conceive — ^He, whom the 

very heavens are not ahlc to contain — ^thus came and 

humhlcd Himself for us ; and despising not the shame, 

suffered the most ignominious of deaths, that we might 

obtain life Eternal. Oh, how kind ! how loving ! Do 

you not love Him more and more, the more you hear 

about Him ? '^ He was tempted in all things like as 

we are, yet without sin," so that He can sympathize 

with us in all things, knowing the frailty of our 

nature ; and now sits at the right hand of the Eternal 

God in the highest heaven, listening even to the infant's 

prayer, when it is really felt and devoutly offered He 

sends His guardian angels to hover round and catch the 

sweet accents, as the melodious sounds burst forth from 

the wcU-tuned cymbal of the heart in ascending to the 

throne of the Invisible ; and then Himself presents 

them — ^the much-loved incense — ^to His Father. And 

in return, the ears of faith discern the rustling in the air, 

as the ** still small voice " is answered by the gift of 

the *' Heavenly Dove" descending softly from the 

realms of light to enter the secret chambers of the 

heart ; there to re-kindle the little flickering spark, and 

strengthen the little warriors with a strength unknown 

before, and eg^^takes again its flight to the throne 

of glory, dr ^j^pe the unction of Jehovah. 
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" Do angels minister to me ? 
Can sucli a wonder eyer be ? 

Oh sure they are too great, 
Too glorious, mth their raiment white, 
And wings so beautiful and bright, 

Upon a child to wait. — Gen. 28, 12. 

Yet so it is, in truth I know. 
For Jesus Christ has told me so ; 

And that to them is given 
The loving task to guard with care, 
And keep from every evil snare, 

The chosen ones of Heaven ! — ^Ps. 34, 7. 

He says of children's angels too. 
That they His Father's glory view. 

And stand before His sight. 
In presence of that awful Throne, 
Whose pavement is of Sardine stone. 

Whose canopy of light. — Matt. 18, 10. 

Then let me pray to Him who sends 
His angels down to be our fiiends. 

That, strengthened by His grace, 
I may not prove a wandering sheep, 
Nor ever make my angel weep. 

Or hide his glorious face ! " — ^Luke 15, 10. 

Thus you see, my little ones, you are watched over 
ay and night; and even you may be the means of 
reating joy or sorrow in the world beyond this.* 

But as you unfold, like the opening flower, expan- 
ing like the leaf into full bloom, ere it fades as the 

• Luke XV, 7. ^ 
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heated hours of noontide approach ; I wish, like the 
skilful gardener, to train and direct the developing 
plant; to satisfy the craving thirst, as the parched 
ground dries up the nutriment required with the 
huming heat of a full horizon, ere the night closes in 
with the canopy of death on the flowers of earth, so to 
direct you to the ** Fountain of living water," to the 
cross of the Holy Jesus ; that you may early learn to 
bear your little trials ; to prepare you for the heavier 
trials of manhood, as you are daily rising to that estate ; 
that you may he fortified against the Tempter's power ; 
by early leading you to the ** Source from whence all 
goodness flows," and reminding you of the gracious 
promise of our Blessed Saviour when He says, ** Those 
who seek me early shall find me." And oh, indeed, to 
such ** His yoke would he easy, and His burden light" 

** In a modest, humble mind 

God Himself will take delight ; 
But the proud and haughty find 
They are hateful in His sight. 

Jesus Christ was meek and mild, 

He no angry thoughts allowed ; 
Oh then shall a little child 

Dare to be perverse and proud?* 

This indeed should never be : 

Lord forbid it, we entreat ; 
Grant that all may learn of Thee, 

That humility is sweet. 

* Matt, xi., 29. 
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Hake it shine in eyery part ; 

Fill me with this heavenly grace ; 
For a little infant's heart 

Surely is its proper place."* 

Remember, my dear children, that this Holy Jesus 
for you "was oppressed, and He was afflicted, yet He 
opened not His mouth : He is brought as a lamb to the 
slaughter, and as a sheep before his shearers is dumb, so 
He openetb not His mouth." And listen to His words 
in His sermon on the mount, "Blessed are the meek, 
for they shall inherit the earth ; blessed are the peace- 
makers, for they shall be called the children of God." 
Oh then, my little ones, will you not try to labour and 
prepare yourselves, through the grace of God, for the 
"inheritance incorruptible, and undefiled, and that 
fadeth not away, reserved in heaven for you ? " And 
this you may do by bearing patiently your little crosses, 
for His sake, imknown to any one else, ever remembering 
the end of " idle " words. 

"In infancy. Lord, to Thy haptism brought, 
And now in Thy word so carefully taught ; 
Unless I believe what Thou hast revealed, 
How shall I not "quench" what that baptism sealed ? 

The sign of the €ross then set on my brow, 
How sad were the loss, should I forfeit it now ! 
That pledge of salvation to such as obey, 
O dire condemnation to cast it away ! 

* Romans 12, 10. 
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My SaTioiir and Grod, Thy spirit impart, 
That, washed with Thy blood, and renewed in my heart, 
I may walk in Thy ways, and share in Thy love, 
Till I finish my days, and meet Thee aboye." * 

I hope, my children, that I am not tiling yon, for I 
am telling yon in as few words as possible, some all- 
important truths ; which, if you would only consider 
now when you are young, you might present unto the 
Lord an acceptable offering — ^if you dedicated at once 
your hearts to His service. 

<< Make me, Lord, a holy child. 
Lowly, teachable, and mild ; 
In my words and looks to be . 
Child-like in humility. 

They who now sit lowest here. 
When the Master shall appear, 
He shall bid them higher rise, 
And be highest in the skies/' 

Yes, my little ones, even you, young as you are, may 
indeed, if you only will, present unto the Lord a holy, 
living, and acceptable sacrifice, in dedicating from 
earliest infancy your hearts to Him who has done so 
much for you. But do you ask me how you can do 
this ? If so, I will try to explain to your understanding 
how this may be done. Let us first suppose that two 
kings have declared war against each other. The one 
comes on the day of battle with a small visible army, 

* Romans 6, 4 ; Luke 9, 62; I Peter, 3, 21 ; 119 Psalm, 133. 
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against the other, whose army is much larger. But 
hehind the small army there is an innumerable host of 
men clothed in invisible attire, that is, they are not per- 
ceptible to the naked eye. The latter army, only seeing 
the small number against them, dash on furiously to 
battle, treating their antagonists with indignant con- 
tempt, such as Goliath showed to David.* This little 
army, oppressed and heavy-laden, appeal to their king, 
who forthwith sends his invisible host, and the enemy is 
utterly destroyed, when once the invisible come forth 
in battle array, showing the colours of the king whom 
they serve. 

Thus it is, my children, with God's faithful ones. 
His *Mittle flock" are now the smallest in these lower 
regions. The **many," you know, **will be called," 
but the " few chosen." Try, my little ones, to be of 
that "few" amongst His "little flock" who serve on 
earth their Heavenly Father, for those who do so are 
backed by the invisible host, which nothing can over- 
power. The guardian angels watch over them, and the 
glory of the Father hovers round them, as the Holy 
Spirit inwardly aids them ; while the Prince of Peace 
is preparing for them a heavenly mansion. Those who 
assault the little ones of Christ are thrust back. They 
will, of course, be ridiculed, sneered at, despised, 
buffeted, and tempt^. They will have much inward 
conflict, secret warfare against the wiles of the devil ; 

• 1 Samud xviL 43 — 9. 
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but oil, nothing like what their king endured before 
them, who left these comforting words, **Be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world ;" " Ask, and ye 
shall receive; seek, and ye shall find;" for "My strength 
is sufficient for you." ** Nothing shall be able to sepa- 
rate you from the love of Christ." Romans viii., 38-9. 
Thus, my dear children, ever remember, that when 
temptations assault you, they are the snares of the 
enemy; the wiles of the powers of darkness. There- 
fore at all such times fight manfully under the 
banner of your King, in determinately resisting every- 
thing you think or know to be wrong. And oh, if at 
fiuch times of holy conflict you could but see the winged 
angels hovering round the glittering Cross, the lustre of 
which is then witnessed by the invisible host who 
guard the little warriors at these seasons of warfare, as 
the champions of the Cross wrestle with the powers of 
hell ! And though they perspire in the agonizing strife; 
what a burst of sweet music is sent forth to the eternal 
throne, as the chords are struck on the harps of the an- 
gelic host by the invisible army who witnessed the death 
struggling temptations overcome by the soldiers of 
Christ ! They hovered around, in breathless anxiety, 
during the trying combat, to see the baptismal robes 
kept unsullied from the hidden enemy, who, as the 
sound of the angelic music wafted heavenward, 
groaned, yelled, and despairingly withdrew. Oh, my 
yoimg Mends, fight like soldiers of Jesus, and throng 
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LB help yoxL shall indeed be enabled to come off more 
an conquerors. 

** Christian ! thy God deems nothing due, 
But what He gives thee grace to do ; 
And naught as worthy doth He take, 
Save what is done for Jesu's sake : 
With such pure trust, and simple aim, 
Thy lowliest deeds His smile may claim. 

The highest duties oft are found 
Lying upon the lowest ground ; 
In hidden and unnoticed ways. 
In household works, on common days, 
Whatever is done for God alone, 
Thy God acceptable will own." 
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« But Love's a flower that will not die 
For lack of leafy screen, 
And Christian Hope can cheer the eye 

That ne*er saw yemal green ; 
Then he ye sure that Love can hless 
Even in this crowded loneliness, 
Where erer-moying myriads seem to say, 
Go — thou art nought to us, nor we to thee — away ! 



ff 



My dear children, — ^We come now to consideT for a 
few minxites the meaning of Love, and in what manner 
little crosses may spring from it. Though, my little 
ones, it is a simple word of only fonr letters, it is the 
greatest elevated point of perfection that can possiUy 
he attained. It must, then, he the source of eyerythiog 
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pmeand holy, for "God" Himself **is Love." 1 Jolin, 
iv.y 8. It is the cement hy which the saints on earth 
and the saints in Heaven are united to the Eternal. It 
is the key to heaven, which, if properly used, will un- 
lock to us the richest treasures thereof; the key that 
will open to us the everlasting doors through which the 
King of Glory enters. It is the sign left by which the 
ixue believer may test his faith. " If ye love me, keep 
my commandments." Mysterious ^ord!' and yet so 
simple; who can fathom thy depth? or who can tell 
thy magnitude ? 
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Love is of life the only sign, — 
Love ifl our vital "breatli, — 

Love only shows the child divine,- 
Love only conquers death." 



To a certain extent it is innate in our being. " God 
is a Spirit," and so has He given to each of us a spirit 
that can never die. But this spirit of love must be 
<iultivated and trained, pruned and constantly nurtured 
ly daily trying to forget self, and to please others in 
Hiuniility for Christ's sake. Oh the contrast, my dear 
children, between those two little words, and each of 
only four letters ! Love is ever on the wing to guide 
us heavenward, "self" to lead us to destruction. This 
little word " self" has ever been the greatest enemy of 
every child of God, ever seeking to sever us from the 
<* love" of God. These are the two enemies ever en- 
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gaged in warfare, the flesh, against the spirit^ and the 
spirit against the flesh. Truly, indeed, is it said, ^'thd 
spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak." Which of you, 
my little ones, try not to please yourselves more thaa 
others ? Here, then, may the little crosses spring up 
again. Every time, when, for the love of Christ (which 
He will know, as no secrets are hid from Him) you give 
up your own will for the sake of others, you are carrying 
the cross of Christ. • 

" Lord, that I may learn of Thee, 
Give me true simplicity ; 
Seeking more of Thee to know, 
"Weaned from vanities below.* 

Let me freely cast aside 
All that feeds my boastful pride ; 
Always willingly submit, 
Meekly learning at Thy feet.f 

Let my treasure be Thy love, 
Let the Cross my glory prove ; 
In Thy presence while I stay, 
None can take my hope away." J 

It happened one day that Johnny and Silas were 
playing in their garden. The sun shone beautifully 
upon the green sw&rd, the little bees busily flying from 
flower to flower, the butterflies apparently in. ecstacies 
0^ joy, while the sweet chirp of the summer birds, and 
the bleating of the sheep added much to the serenity rf 
the scene, as the evening hours were closing in. So 

« Luke 18, 14 ; t Prov. 16, 18 j { <^aL 6, 14. 
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calm and pcacefal was the evening that you could 
hardly help exclaiming, 

" Sweet hour ! It seems the Sabbath's own repose, 
Its gentle breeze feels like the breath of heaven ; 
In twilight, as the dawn of glory beams 
With soften'd radiance, while the whisp'ring airs 
Swell on the ears — as echoes from the blest ! 
My Saviour I Let me spend this hour with Thee." 

But I am going astray. My little ones, I suppose, 
are waiting to hear more about Johnny and Silas. I 
was going to tell you, then, my children, that in this 
garden there was a beautiful cherry tree, with fine ripe 
finiit bearing it down. But before going into the 
garden, their kind mamma had given them leave to 
pluck and eat twenty cherries each, as she said that 
more would only make them ill. 

Accordingly, delighted with the privilege, the children 
were not long before the poor cherry tree suffered se- 
verely. The twenty cherries were soon eaten, but Silas 
continued pulling more and more. Johnny remonstrated 
with his brother, but Silas only said, " Mamma won't 
kno^, and they are so nice I cannot leave them." 

" Oh dear, dear, Silas, do come away," said Johnny, 
** God will see you ; and you remember how Adam and 
Eve thought God would not see them ; but He did, and 
if you really love our dear papa and manuna, you would 
do so for two reasons — ^first, in love to God for giving 
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them to UB ; and secondly, in love to them who had 
placed confidence in us, in allowing ns to pick for our- 
fielves, and you remember promising mamma that you 
would not pick more than twenty." 

"You little fool," said Silas, "unless you turn tell- 
tale they will never know. I must have some more," 
and with that he continued picking. 

Johnny, though as fond of the cherries as Silas, re- 
monstrated further with his brother, but to no effect. 
At last they saw their mamma at the end of the garden, 
coming towards them. Silas ran hopping and jumping 
towards her, and when they met, he said, " Oh thank 
you mamma, very much, for the nice cherries, they 
were delicious; I wish you had said forty instead of 
twenty." 

"I would, my dear children, have said so with 
pleasure, if they would not have hurt you," said their 
mamma, " and I hope you have not taken more than I 
told you." 

" Oh no, mamma, not one more," said Silas, jumping 
round her in apparent ecstacy. 

" ITor you, Johnny," said his mamma. 

"ITo mamma, I have not," was his reply; but lie 
looked sad, though his mamma did not notice it, as she 
took the two children into the house. 

Johnny was a boy of good principle, and loved Jesus 
in his heart ; but now he was in a difficulty — ^he knew 
not whether it became his duty to tell of his brother or 
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not. He decided, however, to think about it till the 
next day. And secretly and earnestly did he that night 
endeavouT to persuade his brother openly to confess his 
fault. And while the nurse was putting them to bed 
he sang, very sweetly, with childlike impression and 
and feeling :-<• 

" Oh ! what has Jesus done for nie ? 
He pitied me— my Saviour. 
My sina were great : His love was tree : 
He died for me— my Saviour. 

Exalted by the Father's side, 

He pleads for me — ^my Saviour. 
A heavenly mansion He'll provide 

For all who love the Saviour. 

Jesus, dear Jesus, 

Thy name is sweet — ^my Saviour. 
When shall I see Thee face to face, 

My wondrous, Blessed Saviour P' 

I need hardly ask you, my dear children, which of 
these two little boys showed the fruits of love ? which 
bore his little cross for the Saviour's sake ? Johnny's 
cheerful obedience on the " tea party " night had 
strengthened him more strongly when the large sweet 
juicy cherries tempted him. But he had the power in- 
wardly given him by that Shepherd who *' never slum- 
bers nor sleeps." But alas, we see Silas going from 
bad to worse ; the power of resistance becoming weaker 
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and weaker after each time of yielding to the Tempter, 
whose iron grasp becomes tighter and tighter. 

The Spirit of God within us may be quenched, my 
dear children, if we yield to temptation; and how 
terrible to be left to ourselves! Will you not try to 
follow dear little Johnny's example, who is early 
learning to carry his little crosses, ever remembering 
his fayourite hymn :— - 



*^ Tm but a stranger here ; 

Heayen is my home : 
Earth is a desert drear ; 

Heayen is my home. 
Danger and sorrow stand 
Bound me on eyery hand, 
Heayen is my fatherland, 

Heayen is my home. 

What though the tempests rage P 

Heayen is my home : 
Short is my pilgrimage ; 

Heayen is my home : 



And Time's wild wintry blast 
Soon wiQ be oyerpast. 
I shall reach home at last : 
Heayen is my home. 

Therefore I murmur not, 

Heayen is my home : 
Whatever my earthly lot, 

Heayen is my home : 
And I shall surely stand 
There at my Lord's right hand, 
Heayen is my father land, 
Heayen is my home." 



If, then, my little ones, you would wish to be strangers 
here, having heayen for your home, in the country fer 
away — cherish the love of God. The more eamestij 
you try to please Him, the more you pray seorBtly to 
Him to help you, the more you deny yourselves in 
trying to please others for Christ's sake, the happier 
you will find yourselves even here; and Qod, for 
Christ's sake, will help you in every trial md tonp* 
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tation. Oh ! the love of Jesus, who can tell ? Think 
of Hun, my little ones, calling the lamhs to His fold. 
Pray to Him earnestly, and He will become your 
Shepherd. 

" How shall we, Lord, give Thee praise. 
But by liying in Thy ways, 
Liying here whate'er befiEJl, 
Mindfiil of our heavenly call P 

Heirs of Idngdoms here on earth, 
Mindfiil of their kingly birth, 
Live as they who still must be 
Like the heirs of royalty. 

But a nobler birth is ours ; 
We inherit nobler powers i 
May we ever live as they 
Who have kingdoms far away!" 

For the present, my dear childreni we leave Johnny 
and Silas in bed ; but ere I commence another chapter 
they wiU, doubtless, have risen again; therefore I shall 
tell you further concerning them in some future 
chapter. 

Let us therefore in the meantime contrast the two 
children in the same bed. Does it not remind you of 
the two who shall be in the field, the one taken, and 
the other left ? Of the two women at the mill, iiie one 
taken, and the other left ? Oh then, my children, choose 
you this day whom you will serve. " If the Lord be 
God, serve Him ; but if Baal, then serve him." If 
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your eyes could penetrate into the upper regions of the 
invisible world, there to see the joy amongst the angels 
who witnessed the victory of Johnny over the devil ; 
and also to witness the hands and feet of the Blessed 
Jesus bleeding afresh over Silas, I think you would not 
hesitate long as to whom you would serve. 

'< For me Thou, Lord, didst bear 
Thy life of toiL and care ; 
For me Thoa didst sustain 
Thy death of woe and pain ; 

For me Thou, Lord, didst cry 
In Thy sore agony ; 
For me didst feel within 
Thy Father's wrath for sin; 

For me in dread profound 
Did'st fell upon the ground ; 
For me on that sad mom 
Did'st bear the pain and scorn. 

For me in jest they led, 
And beat Thy Blessed Head ; 
For me Thy holy frame 
Was all exposed to shame ; 

For me with piercing thorn 
Thy bleeding brows were torn ; 
For me Thy robe with gore 
Was covered o'er and o'er ; 

For me Thou only good 
Wert dropping all with blood : 
And sball I live in ease, 
And seek myself to please f" 
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Lord, in Thy hallowed gracious smile 

I see eternal joy ; 
Then let not earthly things beguile 

The heart that I employ. 

And though I may not meet a mind 

Congenial to my own ; 
Tet Then, the Lord of all mankind, 

Wilt humhle service own« 

To Thee in humhle prayer I flee, 

To hold commimion sweet ; 
fiow sweet the moments spent with Thee 

When prostrate at Thy feet. 

How glorious then the time on earth, 
When Thou wilt answer prayer ; 

When Thou wilt give us second hirth, 
With us Thy Idngdom share. 
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My dear children. — ^Among the many little croeses 
which you may be called upoa to bear, sabmisgion will 
certainly be one. In all circumstances this little cross 
will present itself. Submit in all things to your parents 
if you wish to " honour " them. If you wish to 
« obey " them for Christ's sake, submit without mur- 
muring to all their lawful commands — ^thankMly le- 
joicing in Christ your Saviour that He has given you 
Christian parents whose desire it is to bring you up for 
Him, and to train you for the crown of glory in the New 
Jerusalem. How painful your duty, if your parents were 
careless about the things pertaining to the ^' House not 
made with hands. Eternal in Heavens." But how 
doubly so, if on the contrary, they taught you early to 
swear and steal, to lie, and profane Gk)d's holy day : 
to despise His people, and to set at nought His precepts. 
Oh how grateful, I say, ought you to be for the privilege 
of being early brought to Him who is waiting to help 
you, and to become your constant support. 

" Oh, lovely attitude I He Btands 
With open heart and outstretched hands j 
Ob, matchleu kindness I and He shows 
This matchless kindness to His foes. 

Admit Him — ^for the human breast 
Ne'er entertained so kind a guest t 
Admit Him<>-or the hour's at hand 
When at His door denied you'll stand* 
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Open my heart, Lord, enter in ; 
Slay ey'ry foe, and conquer sin. 
Here then to Thee I'll aU resign. 
My body, soul, and aU are Thine.'* 

Haying recently read an acconnt of one of Gk)d's 
little ones really passing the troublesome waves of this 
life nnder the shadow of the wings of the Most High, 
whose unerring compass ever steers to the haven of 
Eternal Best, I am induced, for your sakes, dear 
children, in this chapter to give you a summary, by 
extracting parts, though clothing others, perhaps, in 
language of my own, feeling convinced that the ex- 
' ample may not only be interesting but beneficial to my 
little readers, inasmuch as the little sufferer really lived 
and experienced the humble joy in submitting to God's 
most holy wiU : his parents being in a foreign land. 

Little Bernard '^ was naturally of a delicate consti- 
tution, and subject to attacks of croup. In one of these 
attacks, his conscience became awakened ; he was filled 
with fear and alanu'^^he saw that he had sinned against 
God, that he deserved His anger — ^he felt afraid to die— 
his sins lay heavy upon his soul. He cried, with the 
gaoler, * What must I do to be saved ?' His kind and 
Christiati guardian directed him to the One Atonement 
made, and with the aid of the Holy Spirit a peace was 
planted within him which to his dying moments he 
never lost. * The Good Shepherd gathers the lambs in 
Sis arms, and, as Jacob said so touchingly to Esau, 
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^ leads on softly, according as the cattle and children 
are able to endure.' " 

This dear child, one day after he had been veiy 
heavily afflicted, told his guardian (whom he called 
Papa) that he had prayed to God to ask why he had so 
afflicted him, and believed it to be that he was growing 
too worldly — and therefore cheerfully submitted to 
God's will respecting him. And oh, my children, may 
you in all your little trials be able also to say, " The 
cup which my Father hath given me, shall I not drink 
it ? " Oh how heavenly, thus to be guided by the Holy 
Spirit ! For babes converted tmto Christ are indeed 
precious in His sight. The following little extract from 
a letter to his beloved parents will show the fi»me of 
his mind. Unable to write himself through extreme 
prostration, he dictated the following, which his 'papa' 
wrote down in the course of the letter. " I am not 
afraid to die. I should have longed to see you both 
on earth again, but we shall meet in heaven.' His 
eyes here filled with tears. " The Lord in love hath 
sent this affliction; He saw I was going away from 
Him ; that I was getting worldly. Pride and love of 
the world were my two besetting sins. He therefore 
first laid His hand on me in the loss of my sight ; and 
now He has laid me low. But it is all in love" 

** Submissive to Thy will, my God, 
I all to Thee resign ; 
BoT^ang beneath Thy chastening rod, 
I mourn, but not repine." 
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My deai'est children, — May we not learn a lesson 
from the sweet meekness, the humhle submission of 
this dear child, who is now in heaven? Full of the 
buoyancy of childhood, deprived of all innocent play, 
of all the sweetness of this world's cup to children- 
languid, blinded, and in pain, yet calm and tranquil — 
submitting cheerfolly to the will of God. And oh, my 
little ones, to be separated from fond and loving parents ! 
Unable to give a dying kiss, a parting and forever fare* 
well in this world ! Could your faith be more strongly 
tried ? But the Saviour says, " My strength is suf- 
ficient for you." And oh, when once we have tasted 
of His '' green pastures," and drank of the waters of 
comfort, within the fold of the " Good Shepherd," we 
ghall hear his voice and be known by him, and thus be 
enabled in all our trials to say " Not my will, but Thine 
be done." 

" It is Thy hand, my God ! 

My sorrow comes from Thee ; 
I bow beneath Thy chastening rod, 
'Tis love that bruises me* * 

My God, Thy name is love, 

A Father's hand is Thine ) 
With tearful eyes I lo(^ above, 

And cry, * Thy will he done I' 

t know Thy will is right, 

Though it may seem severe J 
Thy path is still unsulHed light. 

Though dark it oft appear. 
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Jesus for me Hath died, 

Thy Son Thou didst not spare ; 
His pierced hands, His bleeding side, 

Thy love for me declare. 

Here my poor heart can rest, 

My God, it cleares to Thee ; 
Thy will is love, Thine end is hleet^ 

All work for good to me." 

As the time steadily passed away, drawing him each 
day nearer to his approaching end, he was calm and 
peacefully resigned. But one day, when his "papa" 
informed him that it would not he long hefore'he waaU 
have the joy of heing with Jesus, he was " a litde 
overcome, and the tears filled his eyes : I said, * Ton 
are not weeping hecause you are unhappy, or afraid to 
die ?* * No, papa.' * Why do you weep, then ?' * It 
was the thought of leaving you all, papa!' I fhea 
sought to comfort him, hy saying, that he was only 
going hefore us for a little, and that we should soon 
follow him. I told him that we could only rejoice for 
him, for all who loved him would feel far happier in 
thinking of him as safe with Jesus, than exposed to 
the temptations and sorrows of this wicked worlds He 
soon hecame composed and peaceful. I asked him 
whose the loss would he, if he were taken from us ; he 
replied, * Yours, papa;* * and whose the gain?' *ifiii^.'" 

" Let me but hear my Saviour say 
Strength shaU be equal to thy day \ 
I can rejoice in deep distress 
Leaning on all-sufficient grace.'* 
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Would it not, indeed, my little ones, be great gain 
to be numbered amongst those who " have washed their 
robes, and made them white in the blood of the Lamb." 
And yet by taMng up your little crosses now, you may 
ere long be amongst that number. Dear Bernard be- 
came quite happy at the thought of being so soon with 
Jesus. He groaned once at the thought of not seeing 
his beloved mother, whom he so tenderly loved, and 
who was so far away ! But when he remembered that 
his little cross was to submit cheerfally to the will of 
his Heavenly Father, his inclinations to murmur were 
silencedy and he humbly bowed beneath the cross he 
bore. 

« Inured to poverty and pain, 

A suffering life my Master led ; 
The Son of God, the Son of Man, 
He had not where to lay His head. 

But lo ! a place He hath prepared 
For me, whom watchful angels keep ; 

Tes, He Himself becomes my guard, 
He smoothes my bed and gives me sleep. 

Me for Thine own Thou lov'st to take 

For time and for eternity ; 
Thou never, never wilt forsake 

A helpless worm that trusts in Thee." 

iii his last letter to his beloved parents he said, ** If 
&e sees fit to allow us to meet again on this earth, oh ! 
it will indeed be joy ; but if not, we shall meet in a 
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better land ; there we shall never shed one tear of grief 
or pain, and we shall see His Ikce. My Bible and 
hymn-book are my daily companions. May the Lori 
be with you, dear papa, and plan and direct yonr steps. 
I must now say good-bye." It was sweet to witneee^ 
said his ** papa," the patience of this beloyed boy ; tiie 
expression of his countenance, so subdued and placid. 
The servant, when speaking to him of the children, 
said, ** I shall have an odd number when you are gone." 
He replied, " Yes, Sarah ; one of your cares will be in 
heaven." At night, when she put him to bed, he said 
with a sweet smile, ''It will only be a little wliO^ 
Sarah." The next day, when sittipg up with his liead 
on Sarah's bosom, he said he should '' like to be wAt 
Jesus to-morrow ;" he knew it would be soon. On her 
saying, " It is hard to part from those we love," he re- 
plied, " Yes, and with those we leave behind." Bat 
'' Tear not, for I have redeemed thee ; I have called 
thee by thy name ; thou art mine." 

« And if rm to die, 
Believe me, I'U cry, 
For Jesus hath loy'd me^ 






" tell me no more 
Of this world's vain store ; 
The time for such trifles 
"With me is now o'er ; 
A country I've found, 
"Wkere true joys abound, 
To dwell I'm detemuned 
On this happy ground. 

'* fle told me," writes his Papa, ** that he hadt)e6& 
very happy ; he had peace through the blood of Jesus. 



I cannot tell why ; 
But this I do find, 
We two are so joined, 
He'll not be in glory, 
And leave me bdund.*' 
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He looked so very weak, that I felt he could not he 
here many hours, and I exclaimed with my heart fall 
of anguish, * dear child I ' He looked at me most a£fcc« 
tionately, and with one of his beautiful smiles, he 
staretched out his arms towards me, and said with 
touching tenderness, ' precious Papa : ' I can never 
forget those words, or that look of love and peace." 

''In the course of the morning the family met in his 
room for family prayer, after which his ' Papa' as he 
called him, said, ' Is there anything you would desire 
for your brothers and sisters, and for these other dear 
children ? ' * Yes that they may all come to Jesus.' 
< Is there nothing else that you desire for them ? would 
you not wish them, not only to he saved by Jesus, but 
also to foUow Him ? ' At this question, which touched 
his heart and conscience, his pale, emaciated face be- 
came red with emotion ; his eyes filled with tears, as 
he solemnly lifted up his hand and answered, * Yes, 
that they may follow J$m%^ — and he added, with the 
deepest emphasis, ' more tha/n I have done? A few 
hours after he said *,0h Papa, I cannot breathe.' I 
replied, *it is only a little while,' and wiped the cold 
dewdrops of death from his pale forehead. He was 
quite sensible and happy, his face beaming with peace 
and love. The love of God filled his heart with love to 
all around him ; he called his kind teacher, and put 
his arms around his neck and kissed him ; he did this 
to each of us, making quite an effort to give to each ^ 
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fall, last, and partmg kiss. He was exhaiisted by the 
e£fbrty and I offered him a little brandy and water ; be 
smiled, most sweetly, and said, as one who longed to be 
with Jesus, ' Oh, Papa, don't stop me ! ' He took 
some which revived him for a little. Two or three 
times he put his arms most lovingly round my neck, 
and kissed me saying, 'Oh Papa, it is hard to part, 
but I am going to Jesus ! It is hard to part with 70a 
Papa.' At one time the expression of his eountenaiioe 
was quite heavenly ; it beamed with happiness and joy. 
His eyes looked upwards : he lifted up his hands, and 
pointed them towards heaven, as if, like Stephen of oU, 
he saw it opened, and Jesus standing ready to reoeife 
his departing q)irit| while he said, ' come, come, comei 
Lord Jesus ! ' We had never seen him look so lovely 
before ; it was indeed a triumph of the grace of Qod, 
the fruit of His victory, who through death had destroyed 
him that had the power of death, even the devil." 



" Why do you weep P 
I am falling asleep, 
And Jesus, my shepherd, 
Is watching His sheep. 
His arm is beneath me, 
His eye is above ; 
His spirit within me, 
Says, * Rest in my love.* 

With blood I have bought thee, 
And washed thee from sin ; 
With care I have brought thee, 
My fold to be in. 



Refreshed by still waters, 
In green pastures fed, 
The day is gone by, — 
I am making thy bed. 

Nor long shalt thou wait, 
For the soimd of my voice. 
To rouse thee from slumber. 
And bid thee rejoice ; 
The dawn of that monung. 
Unclouded is near, 
When, robed in his glory, 
The Lord shall appear." 
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'' For about two hours he was insensible ; no spasms, 
no suffeiing ; a little difficulty in breathing once or 
twice ; the respiration became slower, at last a slight 
spasm in the throat ; he ceased to breathe. He was 
absent from the body, present with the Lord ! 'Precious 
in the sight of the Lord is the death of His saints.' " 

''How does such a death-bed scene proclaim the 
gloiy of the Cross! what but the knowledge of the 
precious blood of Ghrist could give such peace to the 
awakened conscience ! It is true that we may often see 
sinners leave this world without terror and alarm, who 
have never felt its cleansing power ; but this is only 
the fulfilment of that Scripture, 'The wicked have no 
bands in their death, but their strength is firm.' The 
serpent, who said to our first parents when he tempted 
them to sin, ' Ye shall not surely die,' can whisper 
' Peace, peace, when there is no peace,' to the self- 
righteous and the ignorant." 

*^ When first o'erwhehued with guilt and shame, 
To Jesu's Cross I trembling came ; 
Bnrden'd with gmlt, and full of fear, 
Yet drawn by love, I ventured near ; 
And pardon found, and peace with God, 
In Jesu's rich, atoning blood. 

Here I can rest without a fear. 

By this to God I now draw near ; 

By tliis I triumph over sin; 

For this has made and keeps me clean ; 

And when I reach the throne of God, 

I'll praise that rich, atoning bloo4«" 
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ATTENTION IN GOD*S HOUSE. 



** Lord Jesus, teach a child to pray 
"Who humbly kneels to Thee ; 
And every night, and every day, 
My Mend and Saviour be. 

While here I live, give me Thy grace ; 

And when I'm called to die, 
take my soul to see Thy fiice, 

And sing Thy praise on high." 

" The arrows fly our heads around, 
The air is full of death, 
While sins of every shape abound, 

And taint our very breath ; 
The crimes which bring eternal woe 
Haunt all the path on which we go, 
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Yon may wonder, my dear children, how a cross is to 
be carried by attending God's House of Prayer ; and 
therefore, perhaps, you begin to feel anxious to know 
what I am going to say. K so, my little ones, I shall 
be happy to know that I have gained your whole atten- 
tion, while I unravel the mysterious threads in order to 
show you the little crosses which may there be found, 
by the followers of the Holy Jesus. 

In every work, however holy, in which the soldiers > 
of Christ engage, you must remember that the great 
enemy is seeking our destruction. Under different 
forms and characters he presents himself. Even in the 
form of an angel of light he will visit us, and strenu- 
ously endeavour to effect our downfall ; and by such 
small degrees, that we hardly perceive or know that we 
are doing wrong. If, then, we attend God's holy house,, 
where Christians meet to worship Him, and there forget 
to serve Him " in spirit and in truth " — ^uniting heartily 
in all the prayers offered before the Throne of the Most 
High, which mount upward as incense of the purest 
kind, soaring ^with delicious odours around the seat of 
Jehovah — if, I say, at such times, instead of thinking 
of the words we utter, our thoughts are wandering, we 
then mock and insult the Holy God. 

" Little children, softly tread, 
And hush each noisy word ; 
Approach with awe and holy dread 
The Temple of the Lord. 
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Oh keep your feet when entering in. 
Incline your ears to hear ; 

The sacrifice of fools is sin ; 
Then serve the Lord with fear. 



The Church is Jesu's fold on earth. 

Where Jesu's lambs are found ; 
His font the cradle of our birth. 

His pavement Holy ground. 

Then bow the knee, both yoxmg and old, 

And with meek hearts implore. 
Ye so may gain the heavenly fold. 

Through Jesus Christ the Door." 

Oh, then, my dearest little ones, remember he will 
tempt you at such seasons : watch therefore, and ear- 
nestly pray that yon may be kept from the wily snares 
of the wicked tempter. And whenever you enter Ihfi 
"House of Prayer," remembering that "the place 
wbereon thou standest is holy ground," strive heartily 
to think of the meaning of all the prayers you there 
offer up, for then the Spirit bearing witness with your 
spirits wiU preserve you from all the powers of dark- 
ness ; and gradually, as you grow in years, you will 
grow in grace ; finding your devotional duties becoming 
more and more calm and heavenly privileges, till your 
sweetest moments will become those that axe spent in 
Holy Communion with your God. 
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** Wlien to the House of God we go 
To hear His word and sing His love, 
We ought to worship Him helow, 
As saints and angels do ahoye. 

The Lord is present everywhere, 
And watches all our thoughts and ways : 

He marks who humbly join in prayer. 
And who sincerely sing His praise. 

The triflers, too, His eye can see, 

Who only seem to take a part. 
They move the lip and hend the knee. 

But do not seek Him with the heart." 

You remember, dear children, who it was that said, 
**My house shall be called the House of Pmyer; but ye 
have made it a den of thieves." So sadly had the pure 
worship of God fallen away, such worshippers of 
Mammon had His chosen people become — even the 
very Temple had been made a place for buying and 
selling; and already before this He had driven such 
people from it. And yet, dear children, in our own 
time, how often is God's Holy House defiled, not, per- 
haps, by actual buying and selling, but by bringing to 
it and to His service hearts full of the world. Have 
you not, dear children, often been inattentive in prayer 
time ; often wished the prayers over, often gazed about, 
letting your eyes and thoughts wander from holy 
thoughts and holy services ? These, my little ones, are 
the tempter's snares ; these temptations must be guarded 
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against, and our whole attention given to the service of 
the sanctuary, if in the House of God we would carry 
our little crosses for the sake of Jesus. Help ua then, 
good Lord, to rememler that the Church is a holy 
place, " the place where Thine honour dwelleth ;" and 
there to dedicate our hearts exclusively to Thy service. 

" Thy * House of Prayer ' and praise below 
Is most like Heaven of all we Lnow ; 
There prayers and psahns together nse. 
And imitate the happy skies. 

It gladdened our sad and suffering King, 
When there He heard the children sing ; 
There would I learn to know and love 
The sweet employ of Saints above. 

Not only on the day of Heaven, 

The first and best of aU the seven, 

But on each day I would be there, 

And worship in God*s * House of Prayer.' ** 

Again, my dear children, I would caution you against 
another evil. Many, we regret to tell you, of the pro- 
fessing Christians — many most regular attendants at 
God^s House — ^yes, and many highly respected and 
influential people too, never bend the knee in prayer in 
loving adoration to the King of Kings ; in humility 
adoring His Divine Maj esty . But shall not the haughty 
man be brought low V shall not the hiunble be exalted? 
shall not the Searcher of hearts see our actions and 
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know our thoughts long hefore ? and while the Arch- 
angels and the Eternal host how hefore Jehovah's Throne, 
shall the haughty and stiff-necked — ^the proud and in- 
different, escape ? Oh, rememher, dearest children, that 
out of the many called, only few will be chosen. You 
cannot screen your conduct from God ; and rememher 
** that at the name of Jesus every knee shall bow, of 
things in heaven, and things in earth, and things under 
the earth." Yes, oh yes, those who now will not bow 
the knee, must then before the assembled universe to 
hear the sentence pronounced against them. Some 
people, my children, in God's House are ashamed to 
kneel, uf those beside them do not do so; and how 
prone are we all to follow evil rather than good ; but 
does that make it right ? K your neighbour were to 
rob your father's house, would that justify you in 
robbing somebody else's house ? Oh no, it certainly 
would not. " "Whosover therefore shall be ashamed of 
Me and of My words in this adulterous and sinful gene- 
ration ; of him also shall the Son of Man be ashamed, 
when He cometh in the glory of His Father with the 
holy angels." Eemember this, dear children, and never 
desert the ranks of the soldiers of Christ. 



" Jesus ! and shall it ever be — 
A mortal man ashamed of Thee P 
Ashamed of Thee, whom Angels praise? 
Whose glories shine through endless days P 
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Ashamed of Jesus ? that dear Friend, 
On whom my hopes of Heaven depend ? 
No ! when I blush, he this my shame, 
That I no more revere His name." 

■ Many hours of sorrow had Silas passed, smcc last we 
left him in bed. The next morning Johnny rose as fiiesh 
as ever with his morning hymn, and humble prayer of 
thanksgiving; and ere he remembered the events of 
the previous day, he called his brother to rise as weD. 
J3ut a subdued moan was aU he heard. Suddenly re- 
collecting the quantity of cherries he had eaten, he be- 
came frightened, and ran to his bedside to seek an 
answer. But Silas was groaning in pain, and- conM 
not speak. Johnny at once called his mamma, and told 
her the whole truth. And on being asked why he had 
not told her at the time, he replied, " Eecatise, mamma, 
I did not know whether I ought to do so or not, and 
therefore wished to wait till to-day, to see if I could 
persuade Silas himself to tell you. You know, mamma, 
you told me a few days ago, a great deal about charity 
thinking no evil, and being kind and patient, hoping all 
things ; and so I wished not to tell of Silas too hastily; 
but first to persuade him to go to you himself, and 
openly confess ; and then to seek forgiveness from GK)d. 
But if he would not do so, I did mean to tell yon." 
**My dear child," said his mamma, "may Gk)d bless 
you. Try to please Him, my darling boy, ; and you 
will become a great comfort to your papa and myself." 
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The doctor having seen Silas, said that inflammation 
had been brought on by different causes, and a dangerous 
fever had commenced. We now leave him for the 
present, in a very precarious state. 

The next day, being Sunday, the family went to 
church as usual, while the nurse sat by the bedside of 
Silas, who was gradually becoming delirious. At 
night, as his mamma sat up to watch by his bedside, 
she heard Johnny crying, and on going to his bedside 
to ascertain the reason, she found him asleep ; but the 
sadden light of the candle awoke him. And when 
questioned by his mamma as to the cause of those tears, 
which were still wet upon his cheeks, he said that in 
the Litany in the morning he had been very inattentive, 
continually thinking of Silas, and was afraid that God 
would not forgive him ; and also after the sermon, 
instead of kneeling, he had sat down. His mamma 
explained to Him how kind Jesus was, and willing to 
forgive our backslidings, when we earnestly and sin- 
cerely repent. And after quieting the dear child's fears, 
and commending him prayerfully to her Saviour's 
keeping, she withdrew, and Johnny again went off to 
sleep. But his mamma's remarks I must reserve for 
another chapter, as I have not space for them in this. 

" The Church is our blest Saviour's robe, 
Which no man may divide ; 
It is the same through all the globe, 
And so it must abide. 

d 
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One baptism true, one creed diyine ; 

One nanrow way to Heaven ; 
One doctrine, and one discipline, 

For which the saints have striven. 

The Bishop is the head on earth, 
With Priests in order seen, 

With children all of holy birth ; 
All is as it hath been. 

She, like the sun, may hide her light, 
Tet still she cannot fail ; 

The gates of heU against her fight. 
Yet never can prevaiL" 
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■** Jesus, I rest in Thee, 
In Thee myself I hide ; 
Laden with guilt and misery, 

Where can I rest beside ? 
'Tis on Thy meek and lowly breast 
My weary soul alone can rest" 



" How can there be one holy thought, 
Save by the Holy Spirit wrought ; 
How can the Sinner's heart be dean. 
Except the blood of Christ be seen ?" 
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* A little while,' come, Saviour come ! 

For Thee Thy Bride has tarried long ; 
Take Thy poor, wearied pilgrims home, 

To sing the new, eternal song ; 
To see Thy glory, and to be 
In every thing conformed to thee.*' 
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My dear children, — ^Perhaps one of the most hesettmgy 
and yet the most deceitful sins against which yon must 
ever strive to fight manfully, is pride. It clothes itself 
in snch varied colours — ^professes much disinterestedness 
and purity of motive— declares its aim to he that of 
honour and integrity, and oft its actions seem to others 
to he nohle, upright, and holy, while at the same time 
the de£idliest poison is cankering the inmost soul. 

Some months have now elapsed since last we heard 
of Johnny and Silas. The latter you rememher, dear 
children, we left seriously iU in hed. We now find him 
slightly recovered — ^a mere skeleton, and evidently not 
long for this world ; still groping in the dark for that 
happiness which never can he found until we have heen 
horn again, as the Holy Jesus said to Nicodemus. And 
this holy state we can only attain hy the Holy Spirit, 
through earnest prayer, when patiently carryiilg in 
humhle faith and love, the littie crosses assigned to us. 
It is a free gift, we can never merit ; — ^we shall never 
deserve it, and yet it is freely given for Chrisfs sake, 
to all those who earnestly and prayerfully seek it. 

'* See Him in the judgment hall, 

Bound, and beaten, and arraigned ; 

Sad, forsaken, mocked by all, 
Yet by Heavenly love sustained ; — 

Te that suffer shame or loss. 

Learn of Christ to bear the Cross. 



PRTOE. 147 

" Follow on to Calvary, 

There the Blessed Jesus view. 
Dying on the accursed tree ; 
Made a sacrifice for you ; 
' It is finished,' hear Him cry : 
Look on Him, and learn to die.** 

One day, after Silas had been informed of his really 
hopeless condition, as a most rapid disease had settled 
upon him, emanating from the stomach, which was 
caused by eating so many cherries contrary to his^ 
mamma's wishes (and here let me observe, my dear 
children, how often little ones think that they know better 
than their elders, or those by God set over them ; but 
let this case of Silas be a warning to you, and in future, 
at all times, if you wish to bear your little crosses, 
readily submit in Godly obedience) ; he began, as he^ 
thought, time enough, now to seek that happiness 
which is not of this world. He had often told Johnny 
that a sick bed was the place to think about religion ;. 
that in this world we were to work and labour for its 
necessaries and pleasures ; that they were sent for our 
enjoyment, and that none but old people or the dying 
were such fools as to spend their time in praying to 
God whom they could not see ; and that no one could 
be happy, having such restraint upon their actions as ho 
already had; but with what sorrow does he now reflect 
upon his words — ^if you could but have seen his anguish of' 
Boul, his feverish anxiety, his pleading ejaculations for 
mercy — at intervals, when, for a moment, the racking 
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pain of his sad disease abated — the hot bursting tears 
from the eye-sockets of, to all appearances, the death- 
like skeleton of a human child; if you heard the deadly 
groans from the hollow depths of the earthly tenement, 
while yet the soul inhabited its fleshly tabernacle ;— if 
you saw the ghastly figure trembling in horrid fear; 
the vacant stare, as one bereft of reason; the quivering 
lips of one whose eyes flashed visions of fire, with the 
cold dew of death upon the brow — and minutes pasong 
between the long-drawn sobbing breaths. The eyes 
more than once closed for death by the fingers of the 
nurse, or the relative standing by — when a sudden 
twitching possessed the departing frame, succeeded by 
a death-like hollow groan which gave a piercing rever- 
berating echo through the house. Oh, my dear children, 
I say, if you had witnessed this dreadjM. scene, yon 
would indeed have said that a death-bed was not the 
place for repentance ; that it was neither the place nor 
the time to begin to seek Him, who hath said to those 
who, in health, refuse to seek and serve Kim, " "When 
your fear cometh as desolation, and your destruction 
Cometh as a whirlwind ; when distress and anguish 
Cometh upon you ; then shall they call upon Me, but I 
will not answer; they shall seek Me early, but they shall 
not find Me." You may, perhaps, refer me to the thief 
upon the cross, but, in the words of St. Bernard, who, 
in speaking on this single case, says, " "We have the 
one case recorded that we may not despair ; and but 
one, that we may not presume." 
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It was pride, my dear children, that first led Silas 
astray ; and the paths of sin seemed at first to him 
smooth and pleasant, like the fruit of the forbidden tree 
to Adam and Eve. But little by little Satan leads, and 
quiets the monitor within his victims, and the more we 
yield the weaker that monitor's voice becomes, and thus 
by stifling gradually the voice of conscience, we find 
that we have quenched the Holy Spirit, who otherwise 
would have led us into all truth and guided us to the 
regions of perpetual glory. Oh how necessary was 
David's prayer for the aid of that Heavenly Dove, 
** Hold up my goings in Thy paths, that my footsteps 
slip not." You doubtless remember how at their first 
little tea-party Johnny carried his cross ; Silas, through 
pride, thought he knew best what was good for him, 
better even than his dear and indulgent mamma ; how 
he refused to train the little seed given him by the same 
fond parent ; and how his own opinion led him to eat 
the forbidden fruit, contrary to the special orders he had 
given his word to obey ; and therefore we need not be 
surprised to find that he had ceased his daily prayers ; 
for he could not really pray from the heart, and live 
satisfied in wilful disobedience and slq. Had he con- 
tinued his daily supplications to the Throne of Grace, 
what happy brothers they might have been ! How much 
would he have helped in drawing the nails from his 
Saviour's hands and feet, the spear from His sacred side, 
the thorny crown from His holy head ! How many 
hours of bitter sorrow would he have saved those fond 
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and loving parents wlio stroye to train their little ones 
to setve as polished cpmers of the temple in tiie New 
Jerusalem, '^ the house not made with hands, eternal in 
the heavens." 

** When morning comes the birds arise, 
And tune their voices to the skies ; 
With warbling notes and halloVd lays, 
To sing their great Creator's x^raise. 

Shall I then from my chamber go, 
Or any work presume to do. 
Before I've sought the God of Hesven, 
And my just morning tribute given f 

Lest every bird's hannonious song 
Beproach me as I walk along. 
Thoughtless of Him whose guardian power 
Upholds, and saves m6 eVry hour. 

Come then, my soul, awake and pray, 
And praise thy Maker day by day : 
Bless Him for raiment, health, and food. 
And for each peaceful night's abode. 

The Turk, to various errors bred, 
Tet learns the living God to dread ; 
Five times a day, at Mahomet's shrine. 
He prays, and offers things divine. 

These shall in judgment rise, and shame 
Many who bear the Christian name ; 
The Judge in wrath shall cast them oat. 
Who, in their day, their God forgot" 
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At mom and night, then, raise your yoice, 
And maJke at once your early choice, 
And secretly your prayer renew 
If Jesu's will you wish to do.* 

From all blindness of heart and pride 
May the Comforter be our guide ; 
From all envy, and hatred and sin, 
Keep us pure and imstained within. 

Truly repentant let us live, 
And negligences all forigre, 
Ignorances and sins remove 
Till summoned hence to Thee above. 

Then in realms of celestial light, 
In hymns of angels we'll \mite ; 
We'll burst our earthly bonds with joy, 
To have such holy sweet employ ! 

Pride, my little ones, is not confined to the outward 
decoration of the body, althougli perhaps in that cha- 
racter it is very glaringly displayed. It Inrks within 
the bosom wlien least we think it, and penetrates tlie 
tenderest parts with its deadliest poison. What makes 
ns love our own wills more than that of those set over 
us? What makes the carnal mind wish to return a 
blow for a blow ? What causes the bitterest grief when 
stronger ones than ourselves oppress us, and makes us 
long for power to retaliate ? Wliat prompts the child 
to disobedience and rebellion ? What causes the little 

♦ Matthew vi 9. 
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girl to be fond of ribands, frills, and flowers; the boy of 
man's attire; the servant of imitating or surpassing ber 
mistress in gaudy and unsuitable apparel ? What causes 
the poor so oft to be neglected and unfed, when in 
feeding them we feed the Blessed Saviour? What 
keeps so many from the House of Prayer ? What cansea 
the holy sacraments to be neglected, and brings so fre- 
quently inattention and lukewarmness to God's house? 
What causes the poor to murmur at their lot, and many 
of the wealthy to grow selfish and irreligious ? To all 
these, and many other such questions we cannot but 
answer, pride ! although we are told that " he that ex- 
alteth himself shall be abased." It was pride whicli 
caused Herod to withold the praise from God, and for 
which the angel smote him and caused him to be eaten 
of worms.* And *'the proud," you remember, "God 
resisteth, but He giveth grace unto the humble. "f 

Therefore, my dear children, inasmuch as we are not 
able of ourselves to think even a good thought, let us, 
(clothed in humility) flee unto the "Eather of lights, 
with whom is no variableness, neither shadow of 
turning," for refuge and succour in all our times of neod» 

^ 

" How can there be one holy thought, 
Save by the Holy Spirit wrought ? 
How can the sinner's heart be clean, 
Except the blood of Christ be seen ?" 

* Acts xii, 23. f 1 Peter, v. 5. 1 John, ii, 16. Psalm zii, 3. 
Prov. iii, 7. Prov. xi, 2. Prov. xv, 25. Isaiah ii, 11, 12, andv, 21. 
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Pride is often felt inwardly when the spirit murmurs 
at what it has^to bear, when nothing outwardly is seen 
or even known to those who are interested in us ; but is 
it not known to God,- " to Whom all hearts be open, all 
desires known, and from Whom no secrets ^are hid V^ 
Tes, my little ones, each wicked thought, as well as 
impure desire, is registered against us, unless we truly 
and earnestly repent, and, while in this world, obtain 
pardon from the Most High for Christ's sake. 

Giire me an understanding heart, Lord, that I may know 
That all I read of Jesiu in Thy Holy Word is true. 
A wise and meek and lowly heart, Lord, give unto me, 
That I may hearken earnestly to all I hear of Thee. 

Thy ministers and teachers bid me be a christian child ; 

Though I listen while they're speaking, I am thoughtless stiU and wild. 

I ought to seek Thy blessing in Thy Holy House of Prayer ; 

I know it, yet am heedless oft, and sometimes noisy there. 

It is because this stony heart cares not to do Thy will. 

That I am a rebellious child, and disobedient still. 

Turn Thou me, and I shall be turned ; this stony heart remove : 

Give me a heart that's pure and clean, and full of Holy Love. 

Cleanse Thou my every inmost thought. Thy Holy Spirit give. 
To write Thy law deep in my heart, and teach me how to Uve ; 
Turn Thou mine eyes from vain delights, fix all my hopes on high ; 
Keep me a stranger here below, and teach me how to die. 

The next day after the fearfal scene we described 
at the bedside of Silas, the lovely morning broke with 
its accustomed beauty, as though nothing dreadful had 
disturbed its continued motion. From the East the 
l>right horizon began to rise. The merry song of the 



154 PBIBE. 

birdfr— tbe. gre,en pia8;tuxea, not yet unclothe^ ctf the 
momiiig dew, and the tempered ^eat of tiie ^&J^J. ^oj^ ^ 
gradually his lustre shofte fourth in, hrilU^nt beauty ^c^. 
more upon the earth, w^ most re&eshinjg after ^ BO^iy 
atmospliere of the cha]p,^er. pf de?-th. jT-^oid wbezc^ Hj^. 
scen,e had 1;>een qo truly hor:f;iQpjQ|;. The 1>a^ 9tiU Uj 
shrouded calm an4 peaceful io. the aolit^ury chs^xv^tii^r— 
a mere sheet coyering tb^ ^^Jt ^® ^5?l^¥^ ?^t ^ ^ 
seen — ^those i|ea,tuxes. wljiipit^ l^;iA^ a cUi^ ^-9^^ ^^.^ ^ 
haggard and distorted, when the last shriek was uttered, 
now seemed placid and composed, ^l^e bx^aj^&u^ \(l>Jp 
of the family h,ad arrived wken the shell was kroa^^t 
for the body of Silas, in which that body was to Aee^ 
until aroused Ipy the Archangdl-s trump. 

The be^ers were conducted to the room of Siks by his 
bereaved father, who on approaching the door (in the 
deepest grief, occasioned not only from the loss of hia 
child but at the thought of his soul beinjg other thiP 
saved) was seized with, feail^ ti^e^ibling— be. omJc 
to the ground and fainted, for the ^rst time in l^pb 
life. An unaccountable solemnity acQOip,paiiyiQg 4^801 
at all times, had caused them to quietly approach 
the dismal apartment. And when the bereaved parent 
sank in stupor, the other men heard sobs witliiA 1^ 
silent chamber, and words but half artLgulated fol- 
lowed. A shudder passed through them all. Vm 
the room tenanted by an angel, or an evil spirit cl^imiiig 
his ])rey ? The sweat appeared on tlie Vro;^^ of tii^ 
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strong and muscular men who had borne the wooden 
house for the clay. They trembled, and retraced their 
steps noiselessly to the parlour again. The weeping 
mother met them in grief and agony, and on hearing 
their report sighed heavily, saying << A&aid of my poor 
child — ^would that he were spared in time yet to repent ; 
but. Blessed Father, Thy will be done." She hurried 
by herself to the door, fearM of nothing, for she 
walked with God, like Enoch, and by that time her 
husband had recovered ; they entered calmly together 
the room of their departed child in silence, not to 
alanUy in case that life still remained. They saw the 
curtain move towards the head of the bed, a heavy sob 
followed, and they solenmly approached with thankful 
hearts again to embrace their erring child ; when they 
heard the words, " The soul of Silas, wash it clean, 
Blessed Jesu, if not too late, and save him for Thine 
own dear sake." The rest could not be distinguished 
through the sobs and falling tears of Johnny, who was 
kneeling by his brothers side, anxiously hoping again 
to hear his brother speak words of holy joy. 

Johnny aroused, perceiving his mother, gave one 
spring to her bosom ; and wrapped in each other^s arms 
they remained in tears of love and sorrow for some 
minutes before either broke the solemn silenco. Johnny, 
who was three years younger than Silas, then tried to 
sob some words of comfort to his fondly-loved mamma. 
He tried to construe every look of pain that Silas ha4 



156 PRIDE, 

given into one of sorrow and repentance, and his groans 
to have been caused by sorrow for his sins, and when 
his little eyes met his mamma's, as his tiny aims were 
clasping her neck, how deeply the angel form was im- 
pressed upon the parent's heart could only be known to 
Him who penetrates the secret chambers of the sonL 
The mother felt she had a treasure ripening fast for 
Heaven, and thankfully indeed, while sorrowing for one 
in burning tears and throbbing heart, did she closely 
embrace her lovely babe, tiie herald of peace and mes- 
senger of love uniting them together in a heavenly 
union, so that, when separated here by death, through 
the communion of saints, they would yet be one. They 
both prayed earnestly, and the child of seven years 
communed in secret with his God, that they should not 
idolize each other, but retain for Jesus the purest and 
holiest love. Yes, my little ones, young as you are, hy 
constant earnest prayer you may conquer pride through 
the help of God, and become yourselves your parents' 
greatest treasures ; or you may be the means of bringing 
" down their grey hairs with sorrow to the grave." 

^^A little chUd I chanced to meet, 

Once in a cottage bred, 
Taught by his mother to repeat 

What Solomon had said ; 
That he who ruleth well his heart, 

And keeps his temper down, 
Is wiser, acts a greater part, 

Than he who takes a town. 



PRIDE. 157 

Dear child, he felt his selfish will, 

His pride in anger rise ; 
But conscience whispered, * Peace ! be still ! 

Subdue them, and be wise.' 
* I will,* replied the little one, 

* Lord, my helper be ; 
And let Thy holy will be done, 

From day to day in me.' 

From day to day, from year to year^ 

He kept the watchful strife. 
Till passion seemed to disappear 

From that young Christian's life ; 
In love he passed his pleasant days, 

And dying, won — a crown I 
The crown of Hfe ! — Oh ! better praise. 

Than theirs who took the town." 

The day had far advanced, the eyening sun retiring 
towards the west, the transparent heavens looked calm 
and lovely, while the evening summer breeze passed 
coolly over the closing flowers beneath the window of 
Silas' room, when Johnny again approached his brother's 
bedside. His father was there, looking vacantly at the 
countenance of his child as he sighed aloud, thinking 
himself alone with the dead, '* Thou hearer of prayer, 
have we not earnestly, from his infant days, pleaded 
for the conversion of those whom Thou gavest us to 
rear, and where is the spirit of this my child?'' 
" Dearest papa," said Johnny, as his father started 
back as one aghast^ ** Jesus has heard your prayer, and , 
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He will, I know He will, save our poor dear Silas " 
His father said no more, but looked thoughtfolly when 
the door opened, and Johnny went to meet his mamma. 
The three were standing at the coffin-side, when Johnny's 
eye caught the lid against the wall, and read as follows: 
<< Silas Brookfleld, died 29 June, 1867, aged 10 years." 
He breathed heavily and turned his eyes away, again 
beholding his brothers features. A mute eolenoe 
followed, which each uistinctiTely seemed a&aid to 
break. The muslin was again being lowered on the 
face of death, as the three were taking a farewell gaze, 
when a twitch of the left eye was noticed ; the upper 
lip seemed to move, and they fjEuicied they heard a silent 
breath. They watched again with eager joy, but all 
was still. The doctor, in haste, was summoned again 
to see if his patient had really flown to the land of 
spirits. He examined minutely, and again pronounced 
that death had taken place. Howeyer, he said, he had 
known of persons having been in a trance for days 
together, but if that were the case, he had means of 
ascertaining. He then applied something to the nostrilfl 
and three drops to the mouth, and after a few minutes 
anxious suspense, the lower jaw fell open — ^the bandage 
being removed, the eyes opened slowly — ^a vacant stare 
round was passed ; a heavy sob, and all w£w still again. 
The doctor said at once that he was in a trance— life 
still remained! Silas was accordingly removed into a 
warm bed, and proper restoratives administered; and 
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ere the family retired to rest that night the child be- 
came himself again, and gradually improved in health, 
determining thenceforth to serve the Lolrd JeSus, and 
TTim only. But how all the little crosses he had now 
to bear were rendered heavier i&om his past negligences, 
and how the prayers of his pious and faithfdl parents 
were eventually answered, after platifence had tried their 
faith, I must, for want of space, reserve for another 
Vbfiriiie xk *** Kttle droye's,*' as ^e heavenly conflicts 
cmAoki bfe hkytily told, ii6r can 1 briefly sum up the 
Kvefy s^daie df Johnny*'s declining years, nor his brave 
^d &an^ eifc6uh{er when flgKtingtogeiJierwit^ Silas, 
liniS^ tike tfaninel: 6i the Cross. 

'* Dear child, to thee the tale & told 
Of him who robbed the poor man's fold. 
Thou listenest, and with scorn and ire 
Thy quivering brow is all on fire. 
Thou think*st, never sure on me 
So foul a blot shall ^igels see. 
For joy thOu hold'st thine eager breath 
To hear hun dboxu'd; he dies the death. 

But mark, young David was as Ihou, 
A generous boy with open brow. 
With heart as pure as moimtain air 
He caroll'd to his fleecy care : 
With motion free as moimtain cloud 
He trbde where mists the nioorland shroud^ 
FrcMDi bear Mid lion tore the prey, 
Nor deem'd he e'er should rend as they. 
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Such was his dawn ; but how grieve 

Good angels o*er his noon and eye ! 

He that with oil of joy began 

In sackcloth ends, a fallen man. 

Then wherefore trust youth's eager thought ? 

Wait till thine arm all day hath wrought : 

Wait humbly till thy matin psalm 

Due cadence find in evening calm." 

Oh my dearest children, it is not too early for you to 
start on this race of glory. How can it be too early for 
the heirs of heaven ? My little children, it is not too 
soon for you — ^the children of Otod — ^to be converted to 
our Heavenly Father. "You are the lambs of Christ's 
.flock, and Christ cares for His lambs. Children dear 
children, we look, we wait, we long to see in you some 
signs — some hopeful signs of true conversion. Oh ! that 
we could see in you all, such an increasing sense of the 
hatefulness of sin, such a growing love of God's day, and 
God's House, and God's Holy Word ; such a spirit of 
humility and teachableness, of meekness and gentleness, 
as might give us a good hope that the Word of God had 
taken deep root in all your hearts, and was bringing 
fruit to the glory of Him, who *out of the mouth of babes 
and sucklings hath perfected praise. * Think, children-- 
think of Him who died for you, think of hell from 
which He came to deliver you. Think of Heaven, the 
happy home which He has gone to prepare for you* 
And think of your sins — your thoughtless sins ; think 
how they grieve His Holy Spirit. Think how lovingly 
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Christ calls you to Him ; and then say : will you not 
kneel down and pray God for Christ's sake, to make 
you a clean heart, and renew a right spirit within 
you?"* 

* Dimock on Conversion. 
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" Was not our Lord a little child, 
Taught hy degrees to pray, 
By father dear and mother mild 
Instructed day hy day ? 

And loVd He not of heaven to talk 
With children in His sight, • 

To meet them in His daily walk. 
And to His arms invite P' 



"Qoto dark Gethesemane, 

Ye who feel the Tempter's power ! 
Your Eedeemer's conflict see ! 

Watch with Him one bitter hour ! 
Turn not from His grief away ! 
Learn of Him to watch and pray I" 
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My dear children, — Often have I heard it said, " Oh 
when I am old I will repent." It would appear from 
this that such people think they may choose their own 
time to do God's work, " Mter they have enjayedto the 
full the pleasures of sin 6uid youth, then they would give 
their blighted hopes and affections to their Maker. Do 
they forget that at their B^tism they were made the 
the temples of the Holy Ghost? Do they forget that 
their foreheads were marked with the holy sign of the 
Cross: by which sign they swore to be Christ's soldiers 
and servants, and to renounce the world, the flesh, and 
the devil, ? Do they forget that then the garment of 
original sin was taken from them, and in its place they 
were given a snowy, spotless robe washed in the regene- 
rating waters, which they vowed faithftdly by prayer 
and struggling to endeavour to keep pure and unsullied 
by the aid of the Blessed Spirit then given them? 
How will they dare years hence to come before the 
Almighty and say " Here, Lord, is the robe thou gavest 
to me, which I have covered with stains. Thou sentest 
to me also thy Holy Spirit, but I would not listen to 
His warning voice, and now my ears have become so 
dull that I cannot hear ; all this because I preferred 
the joys of the world to Thee. "Now I am old and in 
sorrow, and I would fain turn to Thee, but I know not 
how, for the Holy Spirit has left me and I cannot move, 
for the dirt and stains that clog my baptismal robe." 
The Cross can never be obliterated from their brows, 
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though it may be covered and hidden and almost washed 
out, and the grace once given may perhaps never be 
quite taken away, though choked up and tmfelt through 
sin. God also is very merciful and long suffering, so 
He might at the voice of their prayer turn to them 
again, and renew the grace that is in them. But how 
can they tell that they will have the power to pray? 
They are unable of themselves to help themselves, even 
to pray, and if they go on long in wilftil sin, they will 
get so hardened that they will be unable to feel the 
Spirit's aiding power ; besides, how can they know that 
God will not cast them off in their sin, and then, oh, I 
shudder to think of the consequences. But, perhaps, 
my little ones, you think I am not confining myseK to 
the subject, while alluding to the wretched foUy of the 
careless and the hardened ; but I do so that you may 
see their error, and strive never to be weaned fix^m the 
path of duty. Prayer is the Christian's most poweifol 
weapon. Prayer will carry him over the troublesome 
waves of this life, will safely guide his little bark 
through the troubled waters and the boisterous tempest. 
By a few calm words in Faith the raging billows will 
cease, the powers of hell will tremble ; and prayer will 
anchor us iik the haven of eternal rest* Oh then, 
dearest children, early learn to wield this most powerful 
of weapons. But be not led away with vain repe* 
titions or many words, but learn the meaning of real, 
confiding, humble prayer, the holiest of garments after 
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baptismal grace, and how sweetly precious when 
strengthened with special grace at the Eucharistic 
Feast! 

^* Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire, 
That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burthen of a sigh, 

The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye, 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer is the sublimest strains that reach 

The Majesty on high." 

There are many professors, my little ones, now-a- 
days, who profess much, pray often and aloud in pa- 
thetic strains, applauded by many at their prayer or 
revival meetings, as having made beautifiil prayers, 
winning the respect of many as being of an angelic 
nature, but whose lives too frequently show that the 
Spirit of Truth was wanting, as, with the blinded 
Pharisees of old, they say, in their actions, if not in 
words, " Wo will not have this man to reign over us." 
Christ has instituted a Holy Church for our guidance. 
If we separate from her, choosing ways of our own 
seeking, we cannot expect the aid and guidance of the 
Holy Spirit. But there are those who from infancy 
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haya been tcainec^ up in dissent. To suchy therefine, 
wo dare not limit the ext^^on of God's mercy. They 
evidently labour under great disadvantages, and there-* 
fore we should pray for them, that God will not impute 
to them their traditional prejudices as unf/ul m. We 
long to see them within His fold, nurtured with His 
sacraments, sustained in His love. Enthusiasm, and 
love of self-praise in spiriti^ thiyijgs are foims in 
which Satan often appears i^ t(ie ch,9xact^ of an angel 
of light. Oh then^ hoinr wisely bas otix church arranged 
her scriptural liturgy in set forms of prayer ! Nothing 
can be more pathetic, holy, or heavenly, than the divine 
breathings of humble confiding pray^ sLmultaneonsly 
poured forth froncL all parts of the earth. 

''Among the advantages derived from the use of td 
forms of public prayer, it is manifest that they tend to 
preserve that vfiiformity of worship which is a principle 
of Christianity ; that the congregation, not having their 
minds pre-occupied with the expectation of what is to 
be the subject of their prayers, can join in them both 
with heart and voice, and pray themselves, instead of 
listening to the words of another; that the extrava- 
gances of fanaticism, and indecency of irreverent and 
familiar expressions, and the tiring monotony of endless 
repetitions are thereby excluded ; that pride and osten- 
tation on the part of the minister is less likely to be 
excited ; and that the practice is founded on the scrip- 
tures, and s^fictipned by the usage of the primitive Church. 
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VfBeaadea, ey/^xi la the Old ^Btament wafindpiA- 
composed songs and hymns in those of Moses and 
Miriam, Deborah, and Barak, as well as many of the 
psalms ; and the ^ey^(^ pf the ^JJi^&^fX^ which our 
Lord attended, and ^^q. HizDJSelf has given us a set 
form, and said that we must Offree touching the petitions 
we offer in His name, which could not he effected with- 
out set forms."* 

But, my dearest obildbren, I have uni;[;itentionally 
wandered far ftjjp j^y suibj^plb. I hsA prpjposed only 
speaking to you on p^yat^ or s^]^jk p]:ajer ; but as a 
great evil exists where some people, through ignorance 
and pride, thinkiUjg they are doing God service, are 
spiritually blinding themselves more tmd more, perhaps 
what I have said may be excused. . But do not mis- 
understand me. I purpose not denouncing all dissenters 
indiscriminately. There are many, who 'fronji conscien- 
tious scruples cannot join uEf, apd yet who faithfully 
endeavour to Q^^e th^i^ iPeave^ily Pathei^. Let us 
pray, therefore, that these conscientious scruples maybe 
in time removed, the thorns in our flesh totally eradi- 
cated, that the Church of our Lord, which existed 
hundreds of years before the founders of the many 
sects and denominations wMch now overspread our land 
appeared, and which may exist as many hundreds of 
years after they s^all hs^ve cea^cci and given place 
to some newer inventum of man, may ag^ be-* 

* TroUope on the liturgy. 
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come ''one fold under one Shepherd, Jesus Chiist 
our Lord." 

" Thou, who earnest down to call 
The wretched and undone ; 
And ere Thy Passion would'st that aU 
Thy people should be one. 

Thou giyest oonunand-^all powers obey ; 

Thy statutes muist preyail ; 
For heayen and earth shall pass away 

Befoie Thy word shall fiuL 

And shall Thy last and earnest prayer 

Be unaccomplished still P 
And men and eyil spirits dare 

To striye against Thy will ? 

Behold Thy Holy Church, and see 

How she is left forlorn : 
By those that hate both her and Thee 

Beyil'd, and rent, and torn. 

FightiQgs within and foes without, 

Haye made her faint and bleed ; 
Until the faithless almost doubt 

If she be One iadeed. 

The Head is One, the Head is Loye, 

The members disagree ; 
send them Oneness from aboye, 

As all are One vith fhee | " 
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One Hope before them all is set, 

One holy Faith they hold ; 
Though widely wandering, they are yet • 

All sheep of one great fold. 

One is the heart, and one the tongue 

Of those that see Thy face; 
giye us here the love and song 

That fill that blessed place !" 

Man cannot see the heart but Otod does, tmd He will be 
oxix Judge. The false professors are to Him most 
hateful, although He permits the wheat and the tares 
to grow together till the harvest. You could, by waiting 
a little longer, alter your choice and yet secure the 
prize; but the hypocrite cannot — when once he is 
called hence he can never return, and as there is no 
repentance in the grave, for want of the marriage 
garment — ^he would be cast into outer darkness for ever 
and ever. Oh, then my dearest children, ere it be too 
late, seek Him now by earnest secret prayer. Tou may 
perhaps find it dull, and think that He hears you not — 
and then the tempter wiU urge you more and more to 
discontinue secret devotions ; but bear still your little 
crosses by perseveringly continuing until you have found 
that Christ has heard you. 

" Lord Jesus, let an infant claim 
The favour to address Thy name ; 
Thou wast so meek, that babes might be 
Encouraged to draw near to Thee. 
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My gracious Sayiour, I belieye 
Thou canst a little child recieye ; 
Thy tender loye for ns is free, 
Lord, extend that loye to me4 

To me a little child impart 

A penitent beleiying heart ; 

cleanse me by Thy precious blood. 

And fill me with the loye of God. 



Though oft I sin, yet saye me still. 
And make me love Thy sacred will ; 
Each day prepare me by Thy grace, 
To meet Thee, and behold Thy face. 



if 



Beal prayer is like the mystic tuiion; tbc^t 9i9fit& 
between Christ and His Clittrch. The sinnei! and thd^ 
Saviour become united unknown to the wodd— ISli^ 
private joy and inward peace that reigns withiA the 
secret chambers of the beleiver's soul is ever calm mi 
tranquil, however boisterous the waves without. 'Ba 
knows the haven to which he steers, the captain in whoja 
he conMes. And though the tempest be high and the rag- 
ing billows mighty while the worldly are tossed to and 
fro, trembling in despair, he recognises the mighty hand 
of God who purifies His chosen ones in the furnace d 
affliction ; and hears amidst the uproar without, and the 
trials within, the still small voice. " It is I be not afraid." 
Yes, the soldier of the Cross need never ffear, for "My 
grace is sufficient for you, I will never leave thee nor 
forsake thee." He knows in whom he has beleiyed, and 
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fesrs not ; and though the world, at times, misconstmes his 
actions and uDderstands not his motives, though secretly 
they slander and impute falsehoods to his charge, un- 
known to himself 6Uid therefore uncontradicted, yet his 
sesenityi^unbroken ; and though even his neighbours avoid 
himy his acquaintance shun his society, and others suspi- 
ciously beh(dd the man of God, yet is he led by the still 
waters, and feeds in green pastures with his Saviour, which 
nojte can hinder. And there he hears again the shepherd's 
voice, " If the world hate you, ye know it hated Me 
b^ore it hated you." "Be ye separate, and come out from, 
amongst them." And when he pours forth his soul in 
prayer, inspired with unction from on high, the radiant 
smile of holy joy, with the noiseless motion of unseen 
spirits, in sweet communion with the saints in glory, 
whose songs of praise mingle together in ascending to the 
Father of spirits through the blessed Person of the cru- 
cified, the powers of darkness tremble, the serpent recoils 
— ^and the tempter groans at the holy sound vibrating 
the heavens; ihe atmosphere becoming holy, with the 
presence of the Deity, he flies in terror from the man of 
Godr Sje wrestles strong to hinder prayer ; and, alas, 
with many he succeeds, by directing their thoughts to 
other thingjs while in the very act of invoking aid' from 
thd Majesty on high* But once persevere in earnest 
prayer,, and his powers become weakened; and by con*- 
staflfffciy wielding this powerful weapon the child of 
Qodi is anchored, at last, at the haven of eternal joy 
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perhaps to act as guardian angel to those whom be 
loved upon earth. 

When a family all unite in these daily supplicationB 
to the King of kings, what a hallowed sight is then 
presented to the now inyisihle to us, yet existing world 
around us, and when, in fervour, the family breathe 
forth this holy service, clearly visible to Him who is a 
Spirit, as well as to the spirits near, how sweet the 
odour, how sacredly solemn the swift passing moments, 
as angels register the uplifting eyes of feiith, the peni- 
tential tear, the bended knees, and wordless prayer of 
some whose sighs are known only to the Invisible. 

Oh what a glorious sight should we behold, if but the 
film was now removed which enables us to see, as yet, 
but through a glass darkly ; and yet the day is indeed 
rapidly approaching when the saints' communion shall 
be fully developed, and happily realized by all the 
children of God; who indeed even now, by faith, 
realize it to themselves, keeping it as the hidden manna 
in their souls, contented to be styled enthusiasts and 
fanatics, as * * gluttonous and wine-bibbers. ' ' They haTe 
found '* the pearl of great price," and they will not 
heedlessly *' cast it before swine." 

With the worldly and unconverted, and yet the would- 
be self-styled christian, many an excuse is offered for ne- 
glecting the privilege and duty of prayer, the soul's 
eternal birthright, and the Creator's just and holy claim 
of love from those whom He hath redeemed with His 
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own precious blood. He is a jealous God, and will not 
be deceived. He knows His own by name, and they hear 
TTift voice by faith, 6Uid rejoice in humble love, in 
adoring and magnifying His holy name. 

" For forty days and forty nights 
The Saviour dwelt alone, 
The desert was His hiding place. 
His pillow was of stone. 

He all that time, for ns His sheep. 

In prayer and fasting spent ; 
Therefore His Church would have us keep 

The holy fast of Lent. 

Now we must put some things away 

In which we take delight ; 
Although at other times they may 

Be innocent and right.*' 

It is, indeed, my dear children, an infallible truth 
that you, and I, and all other people have got two 
natures, two bodies, two spirits, and two wills dia- 
metrically opposed to each other, to train, to nurture, 
to feed, to watch over, to cultivate and to prune. And 
these two natures are in continual wjarfare against each 
other, as the Apostle says, the spirit against the flesh, 
and the flesh against the spirit. 

The carnal things being more visibly seen and known 
to the unregenerated man than the spiritual, I would 
first draw your attention to the bodily wants. 

Suppose for a long time you went without 6uiy food 
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whatever, would you not shortly die ? Even so, tiie 
aoul of the man who never prays, would die eternally. 
But suppose, on the other hand, you continued onte 
or twice a day to eat only a crust of hread, though ycfiir 
life would be prolonged for a time, would you not even- 
tually die of starvation, unless in time you sought 
medical aid ; and even then would it not be a matter of 
skill, perseverance, and anxiety to restore again your 
skeleton form ? Even so with those who daily pray 
with words, but not with the heart, the whole heart as 
claimed by God. When once awakened to their real 
state, how earnestly should they appeal to the throne 
of grace, how diflS^cult would be their work in retracing 
their steps, how arduous their conflict with that enemy 
whom they had served for years, although a holy Saviour 
would yet be smiling over them in love, waiting to 
receive again to his arms the returning prodigal child. 
Will you not, then, early equip yourselves for the 
battle ? How easy your work now would be, to serve 
the King of kings before the fetters of the enemy are 
cast around you. Think, oh think, my little one^ 
before you are crushed in his awful grasp, who it wafi 
that invited little children to Himself, and who hath 
also promised ** They who seek Me early shall find Me." 
Remember, to you now is this invitation and promise 
made. You have each a soul to be fed and nurtured, 
a little seed given you by God to train, a talent with 
which to trade for Him; and prayer is the only food for 



PRAYER. 1 7S 

that spiritual nature, the ground in which to plant the 
seed, the market in which to trade for the glory of God. 
If you neglect — oh solemn thought — heavy the enemy's 
yoke. Dreadful the conflict in after years, if spared, 
or even toilUng to repent, neither of which may you 
hope for ; but yet the soul exists, and ever will exist, 
either in joy or in misery beyond description. The 
starvation of the body would only be for time, in- 
asmuch as it must rise again, to share the portion of the 
soul. But if you starve the soul, it can only die eter- 
nally, for ever in burning flames where the groans and 
torments are unutterable. 



"Weak was Peter's faith lie found, 
"When "walking o'er the sea as ground; 
But though his faith Thou did'st reprove. 
And Satan's power from him remove, 
It pleased Thee, Lord, to hear his call, 
For Thou did'st save him from his fall; 
So, Lord, would I most humbly pray. 
My blindness Thou would' st take away. 
Thou, " Whose I am, and "Whom I serve, 
Aid me ne'er from Thee to swerve. 
My soul inspired with sacred songs, 
For Thy sweet presence ever longs. 
Oh guide me, then, my Saviour dear, 
And prompt me still to persevere. 
My soul's desire, oh Thou can'st tell, 
It is the angel's song to swell ! 
Then send Thy guardian spirits down, 
My feeble efforts here to crown. 



>» 
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Behold Thy wandering sheep below^ 

Surrounded here, as Thou dost know,. 

With many thorns in unkaown ways, 

By which Thy servant often strays. 

" Unite my heart to fear Thy name," - 

And wash Thy servant from his shame p 

For unto Thee he humhly calls. 

When by his own mistrust he falls. 

Thy servant, Lord, is sadly lost. 

When on the waves of life he's toss'd, 

Unless he feels that Thou art nigh. 

With aiding power from on high. 

But as Thou can'st say, "Peace, be stUl,"' 

Make me obedient to Thy will ; 

For without Thee my soul will stray 

Far from the straight and narrow way. 

Without a word or action seen. 

Lord, Thou could'st make Thy servant dean^ 

For in Thy garment there was grace, 

Though hidden from Thy servant's Hace, 

Faith will break all barriers down. 

Through Him who wore the thorny crown. * 

The lepers, Lord, Thou did'st make clean. 

To them Thy power was truly seen. 

The blind who also sought their sight, 

From Thee obtained, as christian fight, 

The blessing they in Mth had sought : 

Then let Thy servant here be taught 

To seek in humble faith and love 

All blessings from Thy throne above. 

Then when my closing hours draw near, 

To part from earth I shall not fear ; 

For then I knoto TYL ever share 

The full fruition of earnest prayer. 
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Perhaps some of you, my dear children think that 
prayer is only intended for grown people, and that chil- 
dren's prayers are never answered. Therefore I shall 
give you one or two instances, where, out of the 
mouth of babes and sucklings, God has perfected 
praise. In the first we find a child — and an orphan 
too— but one of those orphans, to whom the "Father 
of the fatherless" had revealed Himself, suffering 
martyrdom sooner than tell a lie. And oh my little 
ones whenever you are tempted, remember this angel 
child. The simple tale is soon told and needs no farther 
comment from me. 

"A beautiM, fair-haired, blue-eyed boy, about nine- 
years of age, was taken from the Orphan Asylum, in 
Milwaukee, and ad<^ted by a respectable farmer of Mar-^ 
garetta. A girl, a little older than the boy, was adopted 
into the same family. Soon after they had been installed, 
in their new home, the boy saw something improper in 
the conduct of his new mother, which he incidentally" 
mentioned to the little girl, and it thereby came to the 
ears of the woman. She indignantly denied the story, 
and her husband believing her, she insisted that the boy 
should be whipped until he confessed the falsehood. 
The man poor weak bigot, impelled by a sense of re» 
ligou» duty, proceeded to the task assigned him, by 
procuring a bundle of rods, stripping the child naked, 
and suspending him by a cord to the rafters of the 
house, and whipping him at intervals for more than two» 
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lours till the blood ran tlirongh the floor, makiiig a pool 
in the room below ; stopping only to rest and and inter- 
TOgate the boy, and getting no other reply than " Pa, I 
told the truth, I cannot tell a lie, " the woman all this 
time urging him ** to do his duty." 

** The poor little hero, at length released from his 
torture, threw his arms around the neck of his tormentor, 
Idsscd him, and said, '^Pa, I am so cold," and died. 
It appeared in the evidence upon the trial of this man 
and woman for murder, that the child had told the truths 
and suffered death by slow torture rather than tell a 
lie. The cruel murderers were sent to "Wanpun Peni- 
tentiary for ten years." 

This account is taken from the Daily Argm, a news- 
paper in the United States ; but remember the wards, 
** I will not teU a He." 

'^ So said a sweet and lovely child, 
And so, Lord, "would I ; 

save me from this fearful sin, 
" I wiU not teU a Ue." 

Beelzebub was the first liar, 
And he, to tempt, is nigh ; 
Oh save me from this fearful sin, 
« I will not teU a Ue." 

1 wiU not, though bad children do ; 
I wiU not, though I die ; 

Oh save me from this dreadful sin, 
"IwiUnotteUaUe." 
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How Ananiaa und his wife 

Did Ml, and quickly die ! 

save me from tliis dreadful on, 

"IwiUnotteUalie." 

And liars, all shall be destroyed 
For ever, though they cry. 
save me from this dreadful sin, 
"I will not tell a lie.'' 

The power that enabled this dear child to suffer for 
his Master's cause, and His Saviour's glory, was a 
power not his own. It was none other than that power 
whicli is fully bestowed in answer to prayer. Then, 
dear children, though this young martyr be dead, doth 
he not now speak to you ? Oh wbat a lovely nature is 
the divine! Behold the young adopted orphan, the 
champion of the cross, forsaking not his colours, bleeding 
and writhing in pain, embracing his murderer and 
kiBsiQg him! Conceive the thriUing sensation the 
farmer muBt have felt, and think whether '^ coals of fire 
on his head " could have touched him more. 

" Lord, I hear Thy soothing voice 
Bidding me in This rejoice, ' 

That my name is writ in Heaven, 
And Thy pledge to me is given. 

Son and heir with Christ, to be 
Heir of immortality, 
Oh the crown of endless worth 
We are strangers here on earth. 
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Far beyond the sQyer star, 
Trayelling in the heayens afSu*, 
Is a home beyond our sight 
For < the children of the light/ 

Fairer than the eyening skies, 
When the moon and stars ariae. 
Is the happy birthright there, 
Of which I am son and heir. 

Fairer than the bright blue sea, 
When a£ai it seems to be 
Joining with the eyening sky 
In its quiet majesty. 

High the way we haye to run, 
High as mounts the mid-day sun. ; 
But if we neglect the call, 
Low as hell will be onr fiiH." 

Another instance of early piety, and one which I 
myself witnessed, was that of the " Oonsnmptiye Boy,*' 
wlio breathed his last in my own arms daring the absenoe 
of his mother. 

And the following very touching extract is taken 
from ''A Mother's Story," in the Churehman*8 Chm- 
panumy for July, 1860. 

'' I was reading the lesson for the day to them — the 
25th chapter of St. Matthew. I noticed that Bertie 
looked very grave, and when I had done lie burst into 
tears and said, <' Oh mother, that is what will be said 
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ix) me. I never clothed the naked, or visited the sick. 
Oh mother, mother!" 

" Bertie, dear," said I, "it has not been in your 
power to do any of these things ; you are but a little 
l)oy, and we are not rich, still, there are many things 
you cau do to show your love to Chhist. Anything 
you cau do for Chbist's poor is done as it were unto 
Him. Even a cup of cold water given in His Name 
will have its reward. You shall come with me to-day 
when I pay a few visits, and perhaps you will find 
something to do." 

**Here I was called away on some of my household 
duties, and my children went to play, and soon their 
merry laughs sounded through the house. In a while 
I remembered a hole there was in Bertie's cloak, and I 
flat down to mend it ; the children were in the next 
room, and tired with playing, were sitting down to rest, 
I overheard Nelly saying, 

" Then there is my beautifal new frock, that I was 
to wear next Sunday ; I might give that to Mary Long, 
apd my new hat to Sarah Martin, and my shoes to that 
little beggar-girl who was here the other day !" 

"But," said Bertie, "they are not our things, they 
are mother's ; she bought them." 

" Oh dear ! oh dear I What shaU we give then ? 
Oh I 1 know. You remember Parmer Boddy, who sits 
before us in church ? he has got no hair at all on the 
top of his head ; now I could cut off some of my curlS| 

A 
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that father aajs are so pretty, and give thieni to kim; 
that would be clothing the naked, would it not?" 

"But," said Bertie, in a tone of perplexity, "how 
could he put them on ? They would not grow on Ids 
head, would they ? I think we had bett^ ask ov 
mother." 

" And think how funny my black curls would look 
in the middle of his white hair." 

"My hole being mended, I called my laughing childieir 
to put on their things, and soon we were on our nsi 
to the village, my little ones running on before. As I 
gazed on th^n a feeling of joyfhlness seized me^ and I 
thanked almost aloud the Giver of all good thi&gtfor 
His great mercy in giving me my treasares, and in le- 
storing the health of my boy. Soon we came to tile 
house- of a poor bKnd woman, whom I went to read to 
as often as I could. When we entered edie joyfally 
seized my hand. After I had inquired for her healtii) 
I said: 

" I am much hurried this morning, aaxd have some 
business to do in the village, but if you will let me I 
will leave my children with you. Nelly will sit v«ry 
quiet, and Bertie will read you a chapter,** And aa I 
left them, and when I came back I found that he had 
read to her, and that now they were teUing hear all 
about their crosses, and why they wore them, and in 
their sweet artless way, were saying &r more tibiao; I 
could have said. When wo wished her good-bye, Wn. 
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Benson said : '' God bless you, darlings, you've done 
me a world of good. Come again some day soon, and 
be eyes to me, won't you?" 

'^ Oh. ! I should so much like it, if my mother lets 
us," they cried. 

<^ Our next visit was to a poor woman in great distreaB. 
She lived in a most wretched hovel, one tiny room for 
herself and her sick daughter, and several little children ; 
and this too she must leave, for as she could not pay the 
rent, she must take her dying child to a little stable in 
the bleak November air. 

<' Oh, Mrs. Dalton," she said, ^' it is very hard. I 
liave toiled at my sewing till I have lost my health and 
diseased my eyesight, and now I must turn out of even 
this little place ; I should not care, but it will kill these 
poor little ones." 

"Then I reminded her of the Blessed Sa.viot7b, Who 
while on earth had not where to lay his head, and Who 
now could feel such sympathy for her, and the thought 
of Him seemed to comfort her. 

'^ Ah, yes, it is ungrateM to forget that, and I have; 
much to be grateful for : Suzy is far better. I hope 
soon she will be well, don't you think so ? her cough 
has quite left her," and the mother gazed anjdously 
into my face. Her cough left her ! alas, well I knew 
that fatal symptom. Instead of answering, I turned 
to the poor girl, whose hollow eyes and emaciated fsame 
but too surely told their own tale. 
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" Do you think," I said gently to herj " that you are 
getting weU?" 

**0h no!" she answered, "I know I am not. I 
know I have had my call, and I am glad to go, except 
for leaving poor mother, and oh, I dread tiie dying, it 
will be so fearful." 

A soft voice at my side said, " Tea, though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear 
no evil, for Thou art with me ; Thy rod and Thy stafl^ 
they comfort me." It was Bertie's. I think he said it 
involuntarily, for it was unlike my timid boy, and when 
we looked at him he started and blushed. 

** God bless you," said the girl, " for reminding me 
of that, you dear little boy. " Oh no, I wan^t be afraid, 
for I know He will be with me." 

Here I rose, for I saw it was beginning to rain. I 
had been looking attentively at my dress. It was old, 
but I thought I might have it cleaned ; so I took out a 
few shillings, which I thought might help her. I felt 
something slipped into my hand. It was Bertie's 
shilling. Nelly's soon followed. They had for some 
time been hoarding up any pence they got, and having 
at last collected twelve each, their father gave them in 
exchange a bright new shilling, of which, they were 
extremely proud. I whispered to them, " Are you sure 
you won't regret it afterwards ?" 

" No, no, let us give it, we don't want it," they 
cried. 
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So a third tiine God's blessing was invoked on my 
children's heads by one of Ckrisx's poor. It is my 
consolation to think that they did the little they could 
that day ; I humbly trust that inasmuch as they did it 
unto the least of these, Chbist counted it done unto 
Him. We ran home faot, for the rain began to pour. 
When I was taking off his things, Bertie said to me, 
" That is another time, mother, when we need the 
cross." 

" When do you mean, my boy ?'* 

"When we fufp gping th^o;i;igh Omif djSprk valley, 
mother." 

The touching manner in which these lovely babes 
were called hence, my little readfers will find in the 
August number of the Chwrchrmri % Ccm^ffmon* My 
object has been attained in showing you all that 
children's prayers- are not only heard, but answered by 
the Most High God. These little ones were very soon 
removed from the blighting atmoj^ph^re of this world, 
and though heart-rending must have been the agony of 
the fond parent, to be so suddenly bereft of her earthly 
treasures, she learnt the lesson of submission; and 
amidst all her sorrow what greater joy could she have 
had than that of knowing that her jewfels were in 
Paradise, that she had been a chosen vessel entrusted 
vrith the training of God's elect. And now, her sorrow 
calmed, with patience she awaits the summons of the 
Archangel's trump, again to join her lambs, where 
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separations are unknown, in that jest ** which remaineth 
for the people of God." 

" With joy the guardian angel sees 
A duteous child upon his knees, 
And writes in his approving book 
Each upward, earnest, holy look. 

Some glorious seraph, waiting by, 
Eeceives the prayer to waft on high, 
And wonders, as he soars, to read 
More than we know, and all we need. 

More than we know, and all we needj 
Is in young children's prayer and creed ; 
They, for their Home, before Him fall, 
He, for His Church, receives their call. 

They cry, with simple voice and clear, 
" Bless father, mother, brethren dear j" 
He for the priests of -rHis dread Son 
Accounts the^blessing ask'd and won. 

Thus in the Tabernacle shade 
At mom and eve yoimg Samuel prayed, 
Nor knew his prayer God's ark would win, 
Forfeit by priest's and people's sin. 

To EU thus dread words he spake : — 
Ye hearts profane, with penance ache : — 
A wond'rous peal o'er Israel rung, 
Heaven's thunder from a child's meek tongue." 

I might, indeed, give you many instances where 
babes in Christ have been early made partakers of His 
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glory through the power of prayer, which, for Christ's 
sake, has heen heard by the Father of Heaven, and 
answered to the joy of His faithful ones. But now I 
turn to a stage beyond childhood, in order to show you 
how signally prayer is answered, and how wonderfully 
supported God's children ever have been, and ever will 
be, when faith and prayer axe fully exercised. 

" Faith is a very simple thing. 
Though little understood ; 
It frees the soul from death's dread sting, 
By resting in the blood. 

It looks not on the things around, 

Nor on the things within ; 
It takes its flight to scenes above. 

Beyond the sphere of sin. 

It sees upon the throne of God, 

A victim that was slain ; 
It rests its all on His shed blood, 

And says, " I'm bom again." 

Faith is not what we feel or see. 

It is a simple trust 
In what the God of love has said 

Of Jesus, as "the Just." 

The Perfect One that died for me, 

Upon His Father's throne 
Presents our names before onr God, 

And pleads Himself alone. 
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\ What want I more to perfect bliss ? 

A body like His own 
Will perfect me for greater joys 
Than angels round the throne." 

In the early times many a hnmble believer died a true 
martyr's death, embracing firmly the privileges novr so 
freely offered you, without entailing to you the martyr's 
sufferings, endured by the early Christians in patience 
and in love. Lydia was a young servant girl, who being 
a Christian, secretiy sought to comfort (when in 
affliction) her young mistress, and proved eventually 
herself the means, in the hands of the Almighty, not 
only of converting her mistress, but the husband also, 
who himself had been the cause of his servants' mar- 
tyrdom. We see this young girl, charged only with 
the crime of being a Christian, standing calm and un- 
moved, before the judges and the crowd wbicli filled the 
floor and galleries of the court. 

The principal facts in the following description art 
given in the " Historical Tales," illustrating the chief 
events of ecclesiastical history in the early ages. 

** As she approached, Petronius (one of the chief 
magistrates) asked her name, and to whom she he» 
longed, and then addressing a whisper to his fellow 
magistrate, which filled Yiriathus (the girl's master) 
with alarm, he motioned to the officer to present her 
with the incense vessel, and to give her the opportunity 
of offering incense to the heathen gods upon a 
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altar which stood ready, and thus of disowning Christ. 
The offer was calmly refused, as Petronius expected ; 
and Lydia was forthwith amenable to the edict. 

* I will try and save you even now, wretched girl,' 
said the magistrate * in order to show you the clemency 
of Augustus, and the majesty of the Koman laws. 
You have defied the gods and the Emperor, but have 
you considered the consequences ? Look at those in- 
struments, and before you brave their might, consider 
the weakness of your body and of your sex. Even now 
you are at liberty to retract.' * Do I speak your will ?' 
he added, addressing his fellow magistrate, who assented. 

* I am but a girl, I know,' replied Lydia ; * but girls 
and even children have confessed Christ before now. 
He will support me.' 

* He will destroy you, if you are thus mad,' said the 
magistrate. 

* Nay, your excellency. He is. Saviour. He cannot 
destroy.' 

* Tou will lose your life then for a folly ?' 
' I shall gain the life eternal.' 

* You Christians seem to hate yourselves, as well as 
all other men.' 

* We hate no men ; but our Lord says, * He that 
hateth his life for my sake shall find it.' ' 

* Be it so, then. Let us see what you will find.' 

*I am content,' said Lydia. *I know in Whom I 
have believed ; He will keep that which I have com- 
mitted unto Him, until that day.' 



I go 
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* What day ?' said the magistrate. 

* That day of Judgment, when both judge and judged 
shall all be judged afresh by His son.' 

* He judge who was judged V 

* And even because He was judged,' said Lydia. 

* Did'st ever hear such a confession ? ' whispered one 
in the gallery to his neighbour. * She speaks as a 
Bishop. Oh the strength of the Lord made perfect in 
weakness ! But see, see. Now let us pray for her, 
pray fast, pray urgently ; pray, pray.' 

Whilst unknown Christians in the gallery were 
praying for the prisoner, the officers were stripping her ; 
and high ladies were not ashamed to behold a maiden 
exposed before all the crowd, gazing coldly on the scene 
as on a mere spectacle. 

Lydia was a German captive, of exquisite beauty in 
feature and form, and withal graced with a holy sweet* 
ness and innocence of expression, such as flow from one 
only source. Yet, beautiful, and gentle, and helpless 
as she seemed, none pitied, and still less cried * spare.' 

The tortures began : those of which Gildas speab 
when describing this very persecution : — * But the rest 
were thus tortured with divers excruciating pains, and 
were torn in pieces by an unheard-of disruption of their 
limbs.' 

First they scourged the martyr, until she was no 
longer naked, but robed in her gore. Then, when this 
failed, they laid her on the rack, and stretched 
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limbs until they were well-nigh torn asunder. Yiri- 
athus, the girl's master, watched the face of Lydia; 
but, to his amazement, he saw no strange contortions 
of agony, but only a fixed constrained expression, which 
indicated that the whole soul of the sufferer was 
wrestling with the flesh, and controlling its emotions. 
He thought that the lips moved, but no cry for mercy 
burst from them. The windlass creaked, the ropes 
strained, the body of the poor girl was racked and 
stretched to its utmost powers, but not a sound escaped 
the martyr's lips. 

The magistrates exchanged looks, and then words. 
A sign was given to the torturers, who paused ; and 
taking down the sufferer, who was now wholly un- 
conscious, laid her on the pavement as one dead. 

Viriathus hoped that this was all, and that Lydia 
would be made over to the executioner to release her 
for ever from her torturers, if she were still alive ; but 
it was not so. As soon as some restoratives had brought 
back consciousness and feeling, the mangled body was 
hoisted up, suspended by the hands and feet, and then 
the instruments brought out, which the devil only could 
have put into the mind of man to invent, and into the 
heart to use : the sharp pronged rake, which ploughed 
the flesh in purple streaks ; the iron glove, which tore 
it ; the scorpion, or scissors, and jagged saws ; the uncus, 
or hook ; the heated pincers ; and finally, when all 
failed, torches were held under the dying girl, stanch- 
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ing her gaping wounds with flames. But still the 
Christian Faitti was firm, and oh, the haj^y change 
when the soul was called to the uiAnown regions to 
rest in the bosom of that dayiour Who had sttaigth^ied 
her to endure all for His sake in faithful Itrvel ^W%at 
to her were all these martyr^s paUgs ^ow ? Th6y had 

only been the means of anchoring her th6 BO<fti^ in thB 
haven of eternal rest. 

Had Lydia been a man, or had the p^:B6cutor8 been 
as skilful as some of the ancient persecutory were, one 
day's torture had not sufficed ; but the Mends overdid 
their work and foiled themselves. When the magistrate 
signed to the men to cease, Lydia was past humian help, 
as well as human torture. It was no fainting fit. 
Eestoratives could not recall the inartyr to her agonies. 
Par beyond the grasp of her enemies, far from the 
region of pain, fear, and, which was inofre thaStt all to 
her, of this fallible and perilous state, Lydia was with 
the martyrs, and with her Lord ; her soul all robed with 
joy and thankfulness, and well content to let the body 
lie and rot till He who had given victory over tonnenls 
should give victory also over the grave, and i^aald 
render the corruptible flesh a tenement worthy d a 
martyr's spirit, impassible, incorruptible, immoital, 
swift like lightning to obey the purified will, as the 

purified will to obey the glorified Saviour amid His 
glorified saints. 

The martyr, though dead yet speaketh, speaketh in 
words more piercing, in actions deeper than blood, and 
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and ed^lit more penetrating than earthly. Yes, oh yes, 
the happy girl slumbers in most calm repose, while the 
echo, as it were, of her noble Paith in her dying Lord, 
in her devoted endurance while carrying His cross, re- 
verberates yet on earthly scenes. . 

Not long after this martyr's death we find Viriathus, the 

very master who had caused her martyrdom, a believing 

Christian, and a humble follower of the martyr's God. 

We find him in a small body of assembled Christians, 
and hurriedly catching the closing words of the 
preacher: — "Oh the patience of God, who lets the 
world live, sees His saints afflicted, bears with sins 
even in them fot whom he hath done so much ! Oh 
the patience of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Ghost ! Let us then, in God's patience, which is 
ours, possess always our souls. So when we are gone 
to Him for Whom now our heart and flesh pant, we 
shall not regret these troubles ; yea, rather shall we 
rejoice in the remembrance of them for ever. Then 
others will fill our places. Churches will be built in 
cities, and the wildest forest will know Christ. Then 
shall Britain be Christian. Tu-Sadame (the house of 
Saturn) shall be a church. The idols shall be cast to 
the moles and to the bats. In place of many false 
gods. One, the True ; in place of idols, a spiritual 
worship ; in place of many sacrifices, the pure, the un- 
bloody — ye know what I mean, ye that are initiated ; 
in place of foul songs, holy hymns ; in place of the 
heathen banner, the Cross of Jesus ; in place of the 
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world, the Church ; in all things God and His Christ 
And then follows the great falling away, the Anti- 
Christ ; and then cometh the end, and that which hath 
no end for ever and ever, glory and bliss incorruptible, 
unfading, undiminishing ; nay, ever increasing, and 
growing, and brightening in the face of TTim "Whom 
more to see is more to know, more to love, and more to 
enjoy; and to be changed by knowing, loving, and 
hearing, from glory to glory, by the presence of the 
Lord as He is." 

*^ By pain, and weariness, and doubt, 
By fears within, and foes without ; 
By Satan's power and Satan's guile, 
Chbist'b servants must be tried awhile. 

This is their joy in time of need, — 
'Tis theirs to follow, His to lead ; 
'Tis His, and His alone, to call, 
And theirs for Him to leave their all. 

Oh, happiest, how much happiest, they. 
The first to listen and obey, 
Who go at once, who dare not wait, 
But hear His voice and follow straight ! 

The first to magnify His name 
In spite of danger and of shame ; 
The first to leave the paths of sin, 
Though all the world should walk therein. 

By this the saints their journey trod ; 

By this the martyrs went to God : 

Like him who first Christ's name confessed ; 

And was the first to gain His rest." 



/ 




t Cpjrr^*8 S^thdim, S^l 



" The Cross, it takes otr guilt away, 
It holds the fainting spirit up ; 
It cheers with hope the gloomy day. 
And sweetens every bitter cup." 



" One day, dear children, yoii must die, 
Tho* you are young and healthy now ; 
Within the grave yonr limhs must lie, 
And cold and stiff yonr bodies grow. 

Oh, try to do His holy will, 
Be gentle, humble, meek, and mild, 

Then the great God will bless you still, 
And keep you ever His dear child." 
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THE BASKET OF FEAGMENTS. 



Wake, little Christian, wake, 
The shades of night are gone, 

And all the twinkling stars 
Departed eyery one. 

Wake, little Christian, wake, 
The hirds are up on high, 

And the glorious eastern sun 
Is rising in the sky. 

"Wake, Uttle Christian, wake 
From thy pleasant sleep, and raise 

Thy feehle voice in prayer. 
And thy thankful heart in praise. 

Wake, Uttle Christian wake. 
For thou hast safely slept 

Beneath a Father's care, 
Who watch all night has kept. 

Wake, little Christian, wake^ 
Once more He bids thee rise 

To serve and love Him now, 
Till He take thee td the skies* 
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THE CHILD'S LITANY. 



Heavenly Father, fix)iii Thy Throne, 
Look in love and pity down 
On Thy tender little one, 

Father, Lord, deliyer me. 

Jeenu, Saviour, holy, mild, 
Hear a weak and sinfol child, 
Thou on little ones hast smiled, 
Jesn, Lord, deliver me. 

Blessed Spirit, gentle Dove, 
From Thy home in Heaven above 
Come and fill my heart with love, 
And from hann deliver me. 

Heavenly Father, Spirit, Son, 
Eternal Oodhead, Three in One, 
Thou canst hear and Thou alone, 
' And in love deKver me. 

When I'm tempted, Lord, to stray 
From Thy pure and perfect way. 
Teach me, from my heart to say, 
Jesu, Lord, deliver me. 

When the wicked spirits throng, 
Naughty words, and actions wrong, 
Let my prayer be all along, 
Jesu, Lord, deliver me. 

By the great and tender love, 
Thou for sinners once didst prove. 
Bringing Thee from Heaven above, 
Jesu, Lord, deliver me. 
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While I daily draw my breath, 
In the awful hour of death, 
From the silent tomb beneath, 
Jesu, Lord, deliver me. 

When Thy voice shall bid us rUe 
Thee to meet in distant skies, 
By Thy precious sacrifice, 
Jesu, Lord, deliver me. 



TttE LITTLE CHRISTIAN NUBSE. 



Baby brother, baby brother. 
You must shut'those little eyes ; 

You must sleep, my baby brother. 
You must hush those baby cries. « 

Baby brother, baby brother, 
"While I rock you on my arm ; 

You are safe my baby brother. 
No one here will do you harm. 

Baby brother, baby brother. 
Once, the Lord of life and love 

Came on Earth a little baby, 
From His throne in Heaven above* 

Baby brother, baby brother, 

Jesus had a mother too, 
Alid she nursed Him, and she loved Hii^ 

Just as mother loveth you. 
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Baby brother, baby brother, 
Shall I tell you why He came ? 

That we might become His children, 
And be called by His name. 

Baby brother, baby brother, 
Jesus came, and liyed, and died ; 

lived, to teach us to be holy. 
And for us was crucified. 

Baby brother, baby brother, 
On our brow His cross we wear. 

If we love as He loved us, 
We His own true children are. 

Baby brother, baby brother, 
Jesus ix)se again on high, 

There He waits to make us ready, 
Till He take us to the sky. 

Baby brother, baby brother, 
Oh how thankful we must feel. 

That the blest and holy Saviour, 
Loves us Httle children still. 



^HE NARHOW PATH. 

There is a path that leads to God, 

All others go astray ; 
Narrow, but pleasant is the toad, 

And Christians love the way* 
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It leads straiglit through th's world of sm, 

And dangers must be passed ; 
But those who boldly walk therein 

Will get to heaven at last. 

But lest my feeble steps should slide. 

Or wander from the way, 
Lord, condescend to be my guide, 

And I bhall never stray. 

Thus I may safely venture through, 

Beneath my Shepherd's care ; 
Ami keep the gate of Heaven in view, 
Till I shall enter there. 



THE FIRST GRIEF. 



** call my brother back to me ! 
I cannot play alone : 
The summer comes with flower and bee 
Where is my brother gone P 

The butterfly is glancing bright 

Across the sunbeam's track ; 
I care not now to chase its flight, 

call my brother back ! 

The flowers run wild, the flowers we sowed 

Around our garden tree ; 
Our vine is drooping with its load, 

call him back to me ! " 
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" He would not hear my yoice, fiiir child ! 
He may not come to thee ; 
The face that once like spring-iiine sniile^ 
On earth no more thou'lt see. 

A roee'B hrief hright life of joy, 

Such unto him waa given ; 
00| thou must play alone, my hojr,- 

Thy brother is in heayen." 

** And has he left the birds and floindtrs f 
And must I call in vain P 
And through the long, long smniner hofm' 
Will he not come again P 

And by the brook, and in the glade. 
Are all our wanderings o'er P 

while my brother with me play'd 
Would I had loVd him more ! ** 



SEEVE JESUS NOW. 



Brother ! sister ! cease to say — 
" 1*11 repent, but not to day ; 
At a more convenient time 
Wisdom's lofty steep I'll climb." 
Thousands thus convicted qnell ; 
Thousands thus have sunk to heH 
God remonstrates ! ^romptiy bow' 
Wait no longer ! seek Him now : 
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Sinful wanderer ! cease to roam ; ^ 

Hark ! thy Father calls thee home I 

Jesus waits thy soul to save, 

Now He bids thee mercy craye. 

Now the Spirit's help is given. 

Thee to draw from earth to Heayen ; 

Wilt thou not with solemn vow 

Yield to God thy Saviour now ? 

Though repulsed so oft before. 
Still He knocketh at thy door. 
Bearing gifts untold, divine, 
Treasures which may now be thine. 
Wilt thou rudely from thee send 
Such a generous, patient Friend ? 
Still He waiteth — wilt not thou 
Welcome, worship, serve Him now B 

Be thy guilt however great. 
Now be saved^ — 'tis not too lat©^ 
Yet beware ! for mercy's day 
Soon will all have passed away» 
Time's swift tide is surging o'er 
Life's contracting, sinking shore ; 
If thou would' st escape, allow 
Not a moment's slumber now ! 

Can the farmer hope to gain 
Precious cropsf of golden graixt. 
If he idly day by day, 
AU the seed time dreams away ? 
Bouse thee soul ! redeem the past t 
Harvest time is coming fa&t ! 
Through the fallow drive the plough- 
Would' st thou reap ? be soTidng now ! 




• 
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Caii*st thou safe in port arriye 

If thy ship at random drive ? 

Spread thy sail — fair blows the breeze — 

Now the favouring moment seize ! 

Would' st thou hear ihe word " well done ?" 

Be thy labour now beg:un ! 

Would' st thou bind around thy brow 

Victory's wreath ? take helmet now ! 



DIALOGUE BETWEEN CHILD AND MOTHER. 



" Mother ! I've often heard you say 
That God is listening when we pray 
And, if I do indeed believe, 
That what I ask J. shall receive ! 

Why does He not then take away 
My foolish sinful heart to-day, 
And make me gentle, meek, and mild, 
A ^uiet and obedient child ? 

I ask Him ev'ry day and night 
For a new heart that's clean and white. 
Yet know I have not got it yet, 
Mother ! do you think God can forget ? 

** No, darling ! God can ne'er forget, 
Although He has not answered yet ; 
And if you listen I will try 
And tell you now the reason why. 



ft 
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I once pulled up a garden weed. 
And in its place I dropped a seed. 
Because they told me God's great power 
"Would change that seed into a flower. 

I was a little child, you know, 
And thought the seed would quickly grow, 
But days and weeks passed quickly round. 
And still it lay deep in the ground. 

At length there came some gentle rain. 
And when the sun shone out again, 
I hastened to that place alone 
In which my little seed was sown. 

And there I saw the softened ground 
Raised in a gently heaving mound. 
And in the middle there were seen 
Two little leaves of brightest green. 

And day by day, and hour by hour 
I watched until there came a flower. 
And thought how good that God must be^ 
Who gave such pretty flowers to me. 

And now, my dear, your little prayer 
Is like the seed I dropped in there, 
God gives it in your hand to sow. 
And promises the seed shall grow. 

And as you wait and watch and pray. 
The seed is springing day by day ; 
And God will bless it like the flower. 
Both with the sunshine and the shower, 
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Until at length some morning bright 
You'll find a heart both clean and white. 
And eyermore yonr song will be, 
How very good was God to me ! " 

CHRISTIAN LOVE. 



Do not qnarrel, do not chide ; 

Ton must love each other ; 
Every comrade at your side 

Is your Christian brother ; 
You have all been bom anew, 
Love and peace are fit for you. 

Give not back the hasty blow. 
Though 'tis given wrongly ; 

Let the foolish scoffer go. 

Though he tempt thee strongly ; 

Keep thy gentle Lord in mind, 

Who was always meek and kind. 

Jesus suffered patiently 

Pain and cruel chiding ; 
Heek and patient you must be. 

In His Church abiding ; 
Pride and anger would be shame 
For the saints who bear His name. 



THE LITTLE BIRD. 



** Mamma ! look at that little bird 
That's flying up so high, 
One moment it is on the earth. 
The next is in the sky. 
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Its n^st I know is on the ground. 
And its young ones too are there ; 

Why does it leave its happy hoinOy 
To wander in the air ? " 

" My child, that bird is taught of God, 
Who formed its feathery wings 
To praise His name Who gave it Ufe, 
So, as it flies, it sings. 

And gladly doth it leave its nest, 

And its little ones, I know, 
Swiftly to fly up in the sky. 

Through the mist and clouds below. 

And when the purer air it breathes 

It rests upon the wing, 
And catches in some little notes 

Of what the angels sing ! 

Some other time I'll teU you how 

Our voices should be heard. 
When striving for the purer air 

Just like the little bird." 



SECOND PAST. 



" Mamma ! you said you'd tell me how 

To reach the purer air ; 
I have not wings like little birds, 

So hour can I get there ? " 



2o8 SELECTIONS. 

** Tour thoughts, my dear, are something like : 
The little skylark's wings. 
And, you know, they frequently fly 
Away to foolish things. 

But if you raise them up to Heaven, 
And think of Who lives there. 

That will he trying like the hird 
To reach the purer air. 

And Jesus Christ, who dearly loves- 

To hear an infant pray ; 
Will listen to the tiniest word 

That you have got to say, 

And come and whisper in your mind 

Ahout such glorious things, 
Far sweeter than the sweetest notes 

The happy angel sings. 

But always hear in mind, my love, 
When you hear His Blessed Word, 

To try and practise what you hear, 
Just like the little hird." 

THE COMFORTER., 



I knew a little sickly child ; 

The long, long sunmier's day, . 
When all the world was green and hxiglit^ . 

Alone in hed he lay. 
There used to come a little dove 

Before his window small, 
And sing to him with her sweet voioe^. 

Out of the fir tree taU. 
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And when the sick child better grew^ 

And he could crawl along. 
Close to that window he would creep,. 

And listen to her song ; 
And he was gentle in his speech, 

And quiet at his play ; 
He would net for the world have made 

That sweet bird fly away. 

There is a Holy Do re that sings 

To every christian child. 
That whispers to his L'ttle heart 

A song as sweet and mild. 
It is the Holy Spirit of God, 

That speaks his soul within. 
That leads him on to all things good. 

And holds him back from sin. 

And he must hear that still small voice,- 

Nor tempt It to depart, 
The Spirit great and wonderful. 

That whispers to his heart ; 
He must be pure, and good, and true, 

Must strive, and watch, and pray, 
For unresisted sin at last 

"Will drive that Dove away. 

SAMUEL. 



When little Samuel woke. 
And heard his Master's voice, 

At every word He spoke 
How much did he rejoice ! 

Oh blessed, happy child, to find 

The God of Heaven so near and kind I 
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If God would speak to.i^e, 
And say He ^as my friend, 

How liappy should I b.e ! 
Oh how would I attejid ! 

The smallest sin I then should Xear, 

If God Almighty were so near. 

And does He never speak ? 

yes ; for in Hia Word 
He bids me come and seek 

The God that Samuel. heaid ; . 
In almost evexy page I see 
The God of Samuel calls to me. 

Like Samuel, let me^say, 
Whene'er I read Thy word, 

" Speak, Lord, I would obey 
The voice that I have heard," 

And when I in Thy house appear, 
*^ Speak, for Thy servant waits to hearJ 



*» 



MAY GARLANDS. 



Come, ye little revellers gay. 
Learners in the school of May, 
Bring me here the lidiieet crown 
Wreathed this mom on breezy down. 
Or in nook of copsewood green. 
Or by river's rushy screen. 
Or in sunny meadow wide, 
iSemmed with cowslips in their piide ; 
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Or percliance, High prized o'er all. 
From beneath the southern wall, 
From the choicest garden bed, 
'Mid bright smiles of infants br^ 
Each a lily of his own 
Offeiing, or a rose half-blowxL 



Bring me now a crown as gay, 
"Wreathed and woven yesterday. 
Where are now those forms so fair P 
Withered, drooping, wan, and bare, 
Feeling naught of earth or sky. 
Shower, or dew, behold they lie, 
Vernal airs no more to know :— 
They are gone — and ye must go, 
Go where aU that ever bloomed, 
In its hour must lie entombed. 
.They are gone ; their light ifl o'er \-^ 
Ye must go ; but ye once more 
Hope in joy to be new-bom, 
Loyelier than May's gleaming mom. 



Hearken, children of the May. 
Now is your glad hour and gay. 
Ye whom aU good angels greet 
With your treasures blithe and sweet : 
None of aU the wreaths ye prize 
But was nursed by weeping skies. 
Keen March winds, soft April showers, 
JBraced the roots, embalmed the flowers. 
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So, if e'er that second spring 
His green robe o*er you shall fling. 
Stem self-mastery, tearful prayer, 
Mnst the way of bliss prepare. 
How should else earth's flowerets piOTe 
Meet for those pure crowns aboye ? 



^ 0>^^^y0S^^^>^^^* 



HOW TO DO GOOD. 

I am a little girl indeed, 

And little do I know ; 
Much help and care I yet shall need. 

That I may wiser grow, 
If I would ever hope to do 
Things great and good, and useful too. 

But even now I ought to try 

To do what good I may ; 
God never meant that such as I 

Shoidd only live to play, 
And talk and laugh and eat and drink. 
And sleep and wake, and never thinic 

I may, if I have but a mind, 

Do good in many ways ; 
Plenty to do the young may find ' 

In these our busy days ; 
Sad would it be, though young and small, 
If I were of no use at all. 
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One gentle word that I may speak, 

Or one kind loving deed, 
May, though a trifle, poor and weak, 

Prove like a tiny seed ; 
And who can tell what good may spring. 
From such a very little thing. 

Then let me try each day and hour. 

To act upon this plan ; 
What little good is in my power, 

To do it while I can. 
If to he useful thus I try, 
I may do better by and by. 



WE MISS HER. 



When morning comes with cheering lights 

The parting strolie we feel ; 
We miss her at the noontide hour, 

And at the evening meaL 

We miss her at the shady bower. 
Where she was wont to play ; 

We miss the little prattling tales 
She told us ev*ry day. 

We miss her round the cheerful fire. 

When our daily work is o'er, 
And at the hour of praise and prayer 

She joins with us no more. 
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Our beautifQl and lovely ^liild. 

In whom we took ddiglit, 
No more her well-known voice we heOr^ 

To hid 118 all good night. 

Her little hark was very so<to 
0*er life's wild ocean driven. 

The first rough stormy wind thiett Uew 
Has wafted her to Heaven. 



TRUST IN GOD. 



Kot a single 8ig;ht we view^ 
Not a single deed we do^ 
Net a single word we say, 
Every hour of every day ; 

Not one action or intent 
Comes hy chanco or comes unkieat ;• 
God, that hears His peo|^le call, 
Sees and overrules them alL 

When we know not where we ^o, 
'Tis enough for Him to kn6w ; 
Are there fears on every side f 
Let us trust, and He wiU ^de. 
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Does He make our wifihto yain P 
'Tis because the loss is gain :' 
Doe& He stop us in otir way ? 
'^Tis because *tis best to stay. 

When we suffer want or grief/ 
He at once could send relief; 
He could send it, and He would/ 
"Were not suffering for our good. 

He can make a little deed 
On to mighty wonders lead;- 
Bidding things lihat nien dei^ise, 
£nng to nought the great and wise; 



GUARDIAN ANGELS. 



Around the throne of God', A htod- 
Of glorious angelis always ^tsM : 
Bright things they see, sweet harps they hold,' 
And on their heads are crowns of gold. 

Some wait aroimd Him ready still 
To sing His praise and do His wiU ; 
And some, when He ccmmands them, go 
To guard His servants here below. 

When God rained fire and brimstone dovtrn 
On Sodom, that ungodly town, 
His servant was not then forgot, 
For Angels <;ame t6 bring out Lot. 
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When in the grave the Saviour lay, 
Two angels roll'd the stone away ; 
Their gaiments were exceeding white, 
Their faces shining as the light. 

The women came with doubt and fear; 
** The Lord is risen. — He is not here : 
"Why seek ye then," they gently said, 
" The Living thus among the dead P* 

Herod, tho king, had fix'd a day 
To take Saint Peter's life away ; 
The very night before he slept 
Bound with two chains, and safely kept. 

An Angel came from Heaven by nighty 
And all at once the prison was light ; 
He burst the gates, he broke the chain. 
And wicked Herod's case was vain. 

Lord, give Thy Angels every day 
Command to guide us on our way ; 
And bid them every evening keep 
Their watch around us while we sleep. 

So shall no wicked thing draw near. 
To do us harm, or cause us fear; 
And we shall dwell, when life is past. 
With Angels round Thy Throne at last. 



COMMUXION OF SAINTS. 



They whose course on earth is o'er, 
Think they of their brethren more ? 
They before the Throne who bow, 
Feel they for their brethren now? 
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Tea, the dead in Christ have still 
Part in all our joy and ill ; 
Keeping an our steps in view, 
Guiding them, it maj be, too. 

Those whom many a land diyidea. 
Many a mighty sea besides ; 
Haye they with each other part P 
Haye they feUowship in heart f 

Each to each may be nnknown, 
Wide apart their lot be thrown ; 
Differing tongoes their lips may speak, 
One be strong, and one be weak. 

Yet in sacrament and prayer 
Each with other hath a share ; 
Hath a share in tear and sigh. 
Watch, and Fast, and Litany. 

Each with other join they here 
In affliction, doubt, and fear ; 
That hereafter they may be 
Join'd, Lord, in bliss with T)m. 
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SELECTIONS FROM 
THE LAST SLEEP OF A OHEISTIAN CHILD 

You have heard, Christian children, 

What your daily life should be, 
Come listen each, and I will tell 

How death should come to thee. 
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The Chiistian child is ailing, 
Her limbs are weak and faint, 

She cannot join her playmates now, 
Yet she maketh no complaint. 

She doth not seek to ease her pain 
With foolish mirth and jest, 

But she takes with quiet thoughtfulness, 
The gifts that God hath blest. 

And daily as she riseth up, 
She saith her morning prayer. 

And she strengtheneth her little soul. 
Its daily cross to bear. 

But the Christian child hath learnt to say, 
« Thy will, Lord, be done," 

And she trusts in Him Who gaye for her 
His own beloy6d Son. 

And when she feels her pains increase. 
And her body weaker grow, 

She yieldeth up her will to God, 
For she feels that she must go. 

When the bright Sabbath morning comes, 
And the peaceful crowds go by 

To worship in the House of God, 
The tear is in her eye. 

The Christian child is ftiding fast, 
And she feels that death is near ; 

She prays to God to give her strength 
To meet it without fear. 
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She calleth all her little friends. 

For somewhat she would tell 
Of the great mercy of her God, 

And to bid them each farewell. 

She telleth them that she hath sinned, 

By nature and by will ; 
But she hath prayed to be forg^yen, 

And she trusts in Jesus still. 

She asks of each to try and lead 

A holier life than she, 
For, she saith, there is no greater joy, 

Than a chnstian child to be. 

She prays God bless her mother dear, 

For all her patient love, 
And the good and pious clergyman, 

Whom she hopes to meet above. 

And she prays that God will grant to her 

A calm and easy death. 
And that Jesus will beside her stand 

To catch her parting breatlu 

Dark is the shadowy vale of death, 

But Jesus there hath trod, 
And the Shepherd is beside His sheep. 

With the guiding staff and rod. 

She murmurs low her childhood's prayer, 

The prayer that Jesus said. 
But ere its close, her voice 18 hushed, 

Her soul to rest hath fled. 
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happy little Ghristiaxi child ! 
Bepenting and forgiyen ; 

Thy pilgrimage is oyer now, 
And thou art safe in Heayen. 

Farewell, Christian children ; 
That haye listened unto me, 

1 haye shown you what the peaceful death 
Of a Christian child may be. 

But oh ! forget not, if such death 

Te peacefully would die, 
liye ye each day the Christian life 

Of loye and piety. 



%^t €outlmm. 



** Gently along the vale of tears 

Lead me from Tabor's sunlit steep ; 
Why should I grudge a few short years, 
With Thee toward Heaven to walk and weep. 

" But oh how happy should Thy call, 
Thy welcome call at last be given ; 
Come where thou long hast stored thy all, 
Come, see thy place prepared in Heaven." 

To those who wish to train their little ones in the 
path of the Crucified ; and to those little ones them- 
selves who desire to follow their Blessed Lord in 
humble obedience and love, let me say (effectually, 
through Divine aid, to accomplish these ends) that first 
it is necessary "to separate ourselves from earthly 
things, and to wean our souls from earthly affections ; 
then will the love of God be shed abroad in our hearts, 
and we shall love Him Who first loved us." 
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" Love divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven to earth come down, 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling. 

All Thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, Thou art all compassion, 

Pure, unbounded love Thou art ; 
Visit us with Thy salvation. 

Enter every waiting heart." 

I once happened in residence to succeed an elderly 
lady who, many years previously had occupied the house 
1 had then taken. I cannot, however, find words ad- 
equately to describe the state in which I found the 
garden. It was small, with a few fruit trees, and with 
only a narrow passage to get to it. If for forty years 
it never had been touched, it could not have been worse. 
Year after year the fruit had been allowed to tjome and 
fall off unnoticed ; — the passage to the garden com- 
pletely stopped up with thorns and briers ; and the 
garden itself not only one mass of confusion, but the 
briers, the nettles, and other weeds so thick and high 
that you could see nothing else. Tq clear the garden 
without fire was next to impossible. The reap-hook 
was impeded by hidden boughs of unsightly trees; and 
the very soil, after burning the surface, could neither 
be ploughed nor dug, so intwined and thick were the 
roots in the ground. 

What a contrast was this to my neighbour's garden, 
which was tastefully laid out in little beds surrounded 
with box and neat gravel walks — with rustic seats on 
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the lawn in front, and nature's flowers interspersed — 
the blooming rose and sweet mignionette — ^the honey- 
suckle and carnation — ^the lily of the Talley, with the 
fuschia and geranium, and many others yielding sweet 
perfumes around. 

In like manner is the human heart. If not pruned 
and cultivated in infant years — ^what else may we 
expect than deep-rooted habits of sin. The little sins, 
imperceptible perhaps, at first, become stronger and 
stronger while the roots expand more deeply — draining 
to earth and perishable things the living soul that fain 
would soar to regions of eternal glory. The infant — 
innocent in itself — imbibes the parent's sin, and suffers 
for the parent's fall — Whence the human gardener need 
be skilful in directing his pruning hook by the ** still 
small voice." Ever weeding by preventing grace, evil 
propensities as they spring forth in the young child's 
heart. 

And you, my children, must remember the difficulty 
the gardener had in clearing the garden — what time it 
took — ^what fire and work it required : and if you 
habitually grow in any one known sin or evil temper, 
unkind, disobedient or selfish habit, inattentive at your 
prayers, or tempted to say what is not true — what 
laborious work you will find it to alter your course. 
JEven if spared to years of maturity, what a heart- 
rending contest to grapple with the powers of darkness, 
if allowed an abiding place in the bosom of childhood. 
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What a fiery straggle — ^wliat a 'deadly conflict you 
would thus be laying in store for yourselves — ^whereas, 
if, on the contrary, you early dedicate yourselves to 
God, He would direct your paths. He would love you 
— and oh, what joy to be loved of God — and the more 
you serve Him, the fewer temptations would arise, 
while the stronger the grace given you to resist. 

" Oh may we— once new created 

In the pure life-giving flood — 
Still to Thee he consecrated. 

Daily rise from sin to God. 
Dead he every deed unholy. 

Buried each imhalloVd lust ; 
Livin J now to Jesus solely, 

Rise we from corruption's dust." 

But what can we say to those parents who only 
grasp at the pleasures of the earthly toys so soon to 
fade away, and yet never to be effaced ? Por those 
treasures lent us for a time to train for our Blessed Lord 
have souls immortal, and each one is a talent with 
which we must trade. Por long after we return to the 
dust again, the fruits of our labours will be spreading 
far and wide through generations yet unborn. And 
who would not long to be a father or a mother of a 
faithful race ? "While on the other hand, who would 
not dread the thought of being the parent of devils, 
the disseminator of the most contagious evil? And 
Scripture says, '' Train up a child in the way he should 
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go, and when lie is old lie will not depart from it." Oh 
then, who can tell how much depends on early training ? 
Parents are too apt to see sin and evil habits in every- 
one's child but tJmr oton. Satan thus deceives many? 
The bad temper, the selfish desire, the peevish incli- 
nation, and all the catalogue of hereditary evils, are 
imputed to the infant's nature, as beyond the power of 
man to check (as truly they are, without earnest 
prayer), but all of which will of themselves vanish, as 
the child grows older ; that the tender lambs are too 
young for training; but oh, what a sad error ! Christian 
mothers, you can tell how a look, a smile, a Jinn but 
loving ** yes," or "no," has operated after your secret 
prayers for higher help than man can give. I need not 
urge my cause with you. I have seen an unweaned 
babe obedient with a mother's kiss, when a look from 
the same fond parent has made it cry. 

Sweet, innocent, and lovely child, 
With tender heart, expression mild, 

We love thy little snule to see. 
Though stained in infancy with sin, 
Sure harbinger of strife's within, 

Eemembering Who has died for thee. 

Thy placid snule and thy tender brow, 
Thine own self-will and thy heart must bow, 

Beep in love to the King of kings. 
For the enemy within will fight, 
To rob thee of thy new birth-right, 

But care not thou for earthly things. 
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Christian Parents, your work is no less a solemn one, 
than it is a blessed one, inasmuch as you are privileged 
in being chosen by God to train for Him His little ones. 
But remember, time will never efface sin, nor undo of 
itself evil habits contracted in infancy. Time will 
never cleanse and render again spotiess stained robes 
of deeply-rooted pollution. "Was it thus with the 
garden, the once beautiful garden, left to itself, became 
so deeply rooted and intertwined with obnoxious weeds 
that years of labour were required to remove the evil. 
Oh then, spare your little ones whom you profess to 
love, for Jesu's sake, this bloody, this fiery conflict in 
after years. How easy you might now make their 
future career, how strongly you might fortify them 
against the snares of this world, if that now you 
brought them to God, and trained them in Jesu*s law, 
early teaching them to lisp His Blessed name in the 
young child's prayer, while in yourselves you were firm 
in never pampering nor yielding to their baby tempers 
in things not good for them. It is a sad error to t-hiTiTc 
a young infant should have whatever it cries for. If 
this were checked in infant days, how much easier 
would the after training of the child become. A little 
more trouble and self-denial to the parent for a few 
weeks would be the means of saving both parent and 
child many a bitter pang and trying struggle in after 
years. Did time remove the weeds and eradicate the 
hardened roots in the garden ? Would the skilful 
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gardener see the' springing weeds and extending fibres 
of old and worthless roots growing up, and allow them 
to remain ? The lady never troubled to look into her 
garden, and hence the accumulation of rank and 
poisonous weeds, while her neighbour's was cultivated 
and brought to perfection. But how is it with the 
garden of your children's souls, for which you are re- 
sponsible ? How often do you plead with God for help 
in secret prayer ? How do you strive to correct what 
you see amiss without being prompted by impulse or 
passion ? Remember these thorns and briers are daily 
growing, and if by you unchecked, the roots invisibly 
will inteitwine ; and, as those in the garden beneath 
the soil were out of sight, so the evil to the young child's 
soul is hidden from the parent's view. And as a gar- 
dener who knows not his trade cuts away the choicest 
parts, and blasts the sweetest buds, so the unchristian 
parents' act, when guided merely by caprice or temper. 



" Oh who can check the risings 

Of sin, in thee, my soul ; 
What mortal power watch every hour, 

And every thought control ; 
"What tears or pains can cleanse thy stains, 

What vows thy sickness cure ; 
From sin release, vouchsafe thee peace, 

And make and keep thee pure ? 
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Thank God there is a Foimt, where thou 

Canst wash thee, and be clean ; 
A Spirit which can change from what 

Thy fanner self hath been : 
Wash'd in that Fount, that Spirit seek, 

To make thy calling sure ; 
Watch, strive, and pray, from day to day. 

And (jk)d will keep thee pure. 

You may have many trials — ^many perplexing con- 
flicts to endure— and many temptations to dispondency, 
emanating even through the '' angel character*' of the 
universal tempter — ^but is it no consolation to feel that 
Jesus, our Advocate, our elder Brother, and great High 
Priest has been tempted in all things like as we are, 
and has foiled every effort of Satanic agency,, and has 
given to us power, through His mighty aid, to do the 
same ; and is even now ever watching our every action 
— willing with extending aid, to rescue the confiding 
soul. 

" To prayer, to prayer, for the morning breaks. 
And earth in her Maker's smile awakes ; 
His light is on all below, above, 
The light o:?* gladness, of life and love. 
Oh then, on the breath of this early air, 
Send up the incense of grateful prayer ! 

To prayer, to prayer, for in every place 
The sinner may plead at a Throne of Grace ; 
Come let us worship the Glorious King, 
Kneel down before Him, and rise to sing ; 
To Jesus let hymns of praise be given. 
By all His creatures in earth and heaven." 
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Let me, however, in conclusion dear Eeader, urge 
upon you the efficacy of seeking aid through the prayers 
of others. For though "no man may redeem his 
brother," yet " the prayer of a righteous man availeth 
much." And fellow-bearers of the living Cross ought 
not to be backward in soliciting, on their behalf, the 
prayers of those who desire to walk with God— -ever 
mindful of their blood-stained bamier. We are desired 
to pray for one another, and with one another ; and 
because prayer is such a powerful weapon under which 
the mighty agency of hell quakes and trembles — as the 
foundations of his fabrics become removed, and the 
bonds of his tyranny burst asunder by the sweet sounds 
of the angel language ascending to the mercy seat, and 
as the melodious accents become wafted to the Eternal 
Throne by the ever-living Intercessor on the right 
hand of Jehovah, there/ore, the subtle tempter tries in 
vain to make the ** chosen ones" consider such a re- 
quest to earthly friends indicative of softness or im- 
becility of mind. But no, the washed ones in the blood 
of the Lamb know the power of prayer. Once in 
contact with Jehovah, like Jacob of old, they fear no 
fiendish powers, knowing in "Whom they have be- 
lieved." 

Prayer is the Chiistiaii's vital breath, 

Tlie Christian's native air ; 
His watchword at the gate of death, 

He enters Heaven with prayer. 
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The saints in prayer appear as one, 

In word, and deed, and mind ; 
While, with the Father and the Son, 

Sweet fellowship they find. 

The longer we live, we cannot but feel ourselves, in 
our earthly tabernacles, " tied and bound with the chain 
of our sins," fettered in many ways, releasable only by 
the mighty hand of God. And as we travel here to- 
gether, under the same banner, and for so short a time, 
if we love (as Chsistians should do) each other's souis 
for Christ's sake, we may indeed solicit the prayers of 
those we love in Christ, and whom we hope to meet 
again in Heaven. And, therefore, dear reader, would 
I solicit to be remembered in your prayers at the Throne 
of Grace. 

Lord, on the Cross Thine anns were stretched 

To draw Thy people nigh ; 
grant us then that Cross to love, 

And in those arms to die. 

" Baptism is the beginning, the seed, of the Spiritual 
Life. But if you sow seed in a field you do not expect 
it to plant hedges for its own protection, to keep away 
the birds for itself, to guard itself from worms which 
may infest the ground. If you plant a vine, you do 
not expect it, as it grows up, to prune, to train, to tend 
itself; yet you know it will not be fruitful unless it be 
cared for, pruned, and trained. Well then, if God in 
mercy sow the seed of life and holiness in the heart of 
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youp child, guard that treasure as you do your child 
himself; if He promise you rain, and dew, and sun- 
shine, to nourish that seed, and bids you train and 
cultivate it, be thankful, and do so ; but if you neglect 
this, say not the seed was bad, or the vine imfruitful." 
— The ChurckmarCa Companion^ August, 1861. 
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nothing to you, all ye that pass by ; behold and see, if 
there be any sorrow like unto Mine." But "he that 
would be my disciple must deny himself and take up 
his cross daily and follow Me,*' the ovej taxed brain 
relapses into disgust, and (even ridiculing their former 
zeal) the "seven spirits" enter into them, and their 
last state becomes worse than their first. While, on 
the other hand, if, instead of prematurely exhausting 
the earnest of the Spirit's office, such persons had 
soberly nourished — and gently cultivated in daily life — 
His holy monitions, He would, (more gradually, perhaps, 
but more fully would He,) have developed His gentle 
breathings and holy aspirations in their souls; and 
(adequately strengthening more effectually their limited 
powers of faith) would have enabled them humbly to 
walk in perfect faith, rendering all glory and praise to 
their Father in Heaven. 

The Christian's is a calm and sober path of self- 
denial in the footsteps of his Blessed Lord. His "daily 
cross" miMt be endured. It can never be laid aside, 
nor ever rejected for a momentary warfare. Oh what 
tender sympathy — what loving care — the Christian 
needs when attacked by the tempter in his "angel- 
character" seeking to foil the Spirit's working in the 
soul of man. Yet the everlasting Word prevails against 
even the gates of hell. **My strength is sufficient for 
you — lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of 
the world." Thus, we shall ever be armed with 
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mighty aid to crush the first assaults of the daring 
foe, and so foil his every effort to wean us from Christ. 
And thus (in borrowed language) as the Church here 
is the tabernacle for the indwelling of God the Holy 
Ghost, the Spirit working through sacraments, Christ 
blessing through signs, the Father saving through in- 
struments, so the faithful messenger would begin by 
drawing his people toward the Father and the Son ; 
would cherish their awakening affection, and their 
distempered wills, and work in them a growing, a 
daily, an increasing work of mii'aculous transformation, 
until the clods of earth should glow as the stars of the 
firmament, until the children of wrath should turn into 
the sons of God. 

To those who thus labour for their Lord, longing 
for the extension of His kingdom on earth — hallowed 
indeed would these spots become, where such messen- 
ger had been instrumental in binding together the 
sheaves of the Lord — acting, indeed, the " Good 
Samaritan " to straying souls, and gathering together 
the scattered fold. Such would ever feel interested 
in these consecrated spots for closer ties than those 
of a social character ; for where fellow-creatures have 
been cemented by prayer to the now Invisible, they 
would one day togetJwr behold him face to face, in 
the gloiy of the Godhead at the Eternal Throne. 
And therefore every place in which such humble 
servants of our Blessed Loid had so laboured, would 
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hare chronicled events, and earthly scenes never t6 be 
forgotten — as the angel-pen would have I'egistered 
events oHe day to be recalted and made fully known, 
when the true motive prompting the actions would 
be manifested, iand the feeblest efforts for Christs' glory 
accepted and iatknowledged with an everlasting crown 
by the Majesty on High. 

If there be a Heavien so fair 

O'er us ever shining, 
"We shall never enter there 

By looking up and pining. 

In one holy quiet thought, 

Heaven to us is nearer brought 
Than in all the radiance bright 

Of a thousand worlds of light. 

God of the Gospel, — ^hear our voice 
When we for Gospel gifts rejoice ! 
And only rest from praise, — ^to pray 
That all the world may learn thy way. 

Lord, bless Thy works, — ^and speed the time 
When every tongue and every clime 
Shall know the blessing of Thy grace, 
And seek Thee in " Thy dwelling-place.'* 

Oh bid Thy glorious Gospel run. 
And tell the nations of Thy Son ! 
Of Him who, on the accursed tree, 
Died that their souls might live in Thee. 



